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OR THE THIRD IDYLI.IUM OF THEOCRITUS, 
PARAPHRASED- 

T O Amaryllis love compels my way. 

My browzing goats upon the mountains ftray ; 

O Tityrus, tend them well, and lee them fed 
In pnitures frifh, and to their watering led 5 
And ’ware the riddling with his budding head. 5 
All, beauteous nymph ! can you forget your love, 
d he confcious grottos, an' I the fliady grove 5 
Whc n Iti -Tcli’d at «»le your tender limbs were laid, 
Vour *' nn»;lefj bennies nakedly difplayM ? 

The v':i cdVM vour darling, »'our ddiiv, ia, 

W i ■ . : (K S liich Its ! : t 111V lb ill cn tir«- : 

jR-at vou are chang'd, vet r am if ill rhe ' une 5 
M« ( h-.art inmntv.n . foi b ' !i a double flume ; 

(ri v d. ho unumv’d. and iv-ti.-n! ( f voui ieoin: 

S < ■ Milni'l 1. and \uu shun 1 : ’'rlv/.:« n ! 5 

\ dk and d uth 'c ill f.niih -;*i mv pain $ 

Vu, e’er l dir, behold me once agvn: 

/* ' ■ i I 10 much deitirm'd, loch mg'.! 01' i.itc* ? 

What partial judges are our lave a;:, I ka'.e! 

'Ten wildings i.'«\e f gather’d for my d* ir ; zo 

How mddy, like your lips their It r:uk.s appeal 1 
Far off you view’d them with a longing eye 
Upon the topinoll branch (the tree vis high) t 
Yet nimbly up, from bough to bough I fweiv’d, 

And ior to-morrow have ton more lvi’erv’d. 2$ 

Look, on me kindly, and ionic pity fnr.v, 

Or give me leave at. lea if to look on you. 
home God transform me by his heavenly power 
Fv’r* to a bee to buzz within youv bow’r, 

The winding ivy chaplet to invade, 3° 

And folded fern that your fair toivhc-d (hade* 

Mow to my coll the force of Vve 1 find ; 

The heavy hand it bears on human- |. hid. 

The milk of tigers was his infant h od.. 

Taught from his tender years the ladle of blood ; 
liis brother whelps and he ran wild about the. e.ood. 
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Ah, nympfcg train’d up- in his tyrannic court* 

To make the lufferings of your (laves your fport ! 
Unheeded ruin ! treacherous delight ! 

0 polic’d hard neis, l'often’d to the fight ! 40 

Whole radiant eyes your ebon brows adorn, 

Like midnight thofe, and thefe like break of mom ! 
Smile once again, revive me with your charms $ 

And let me die contented in your arms. 

1 would not alk to live another day, 45 

Might I but 1‘weetly kils my foul away.' 

Ah, why am l from empty joys debarred ? 

For kifles are but empty when compar’d. 

I rave, and in my raging fit (hall tear 

The garland, which I wove for you to wear, 50 

Of parfiey, with a wreath of ivy bound. 

And border’d with a roly edging round. 

What pangs I feel, unpity ’d and unheard ! 

Since I mull die, why is my fate deferr’dl 
I (trip my body of my fiiepherd’s frock: 55 

Behold that dreadful downfal of a rock, 

Where yon old fifher views the waves from high ! 

’Tis that convenient leap I mean to try. 

You would he pleas’d to fee me plunge to (bore, 

But better pleas’d if I Ihould rile no more. 60 

I might havt read my fortune long ago. 

When, feeking my fuccefs in love to know, 

I try’d th* infallible prophetic way, 

A poppy leaf upon my palm to lay : 

I (truck, and yet no lucky crack did follow; 65 

Yet I (truck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow : 

And which was worfe, if any worfe could prove, 

The withering leaf forefhewM your withering love. 
Yet farther, (ah, how far a lover dares !) 

My lalt recourlc f had to lieve and (beers 5 70 

And told the witch Agreo my dilcale : 

Agreo, that in bar veil us’d to leafe* : 

But harvelt done, to chare work did afpire ; 

Meat, drink, and two pence, was her daily hire. 
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To work (he went, her charms (he mutter’d o’er, 75 
And yet the refty fieve wagg'd ne’er the more $ 

I wept for woe, the tefty beldame fwore. 

And, foaming with her God, foretold my fate 5 
That I was doom’d to love, and you to hate, 

A milk-white goat for you I did provide ; 80 

Two milk-white kills ran frifking by ner fide, 

For which the nut-brown lafs, Erithacis, 

Full often offer'd many a favoury kifs. 

Hcr’s they (hall be, fince you refufe the price : 

What madman would o’erftand his market twice! 85 
My right eye itches, fame good luck is near. 

Perhaps my Amaryllis may appear ; 

I'll let up fuch a note as die (hall hear. 

What nymph but my melodious voice would move ? 
She mult be flint, if (lie refufe my love, 90 

Ilippoinenes, who ran with noble ftrife 
To win his lady, or to lole his life, 

(What fhift fome men will make to get a wife !) 
Threw down a golden apple in her way * 

For all her halle (he could not choofe but (lay ; 95 

Renown laid, run ; the glitt’ring bribe cry’d hold ; 
The man might have been hang’d but for his gold. 
Yet lotae Tup pole 'twas love (fome few indeed) 

That ftopt t he fatal fury of her fpecd : 

She law, (hefigh’d; her nimble feet refufe io® 

Their wonted (peed, and (lie took pains to lofe, 

A prophet lome, and lbmc a poet cry, 

(No matter which, lb neither of them lie) 

From lteepy Oihrys’ top to Pylus drove 

His herd; and for his pains enjoy’d his loves 10 j 

If fuch another wager (lion Id be laid, 

I’ll find the man, if you can find the maid. 

Why name I men, when love extended finds 
His pow’r on high, and on cclelliil minds ; 

Venus the fhepherd’s homely habit took, n# 

And manag’d tbmething elle bellies the crook; 

Nay, when Adonis dy’il, was heard to roar. 

And never from licr heart fo? gave the boar. • 



% dryden's poems. 

How blcft was fair Kndymion with his Moon, 

Who fle-eps on Latinos’ top from night to noon ! 1 15 

Wiiat Jalon from Medea’s love pofleft, 

You flnlLnot hear, but know 'tis like the reft. 

My aching hea l can licarce fupport the pain 5 
This curled love will lurely turn my brain : 

Feel how it (hoots, and yet you take no pity; 120 
Nay then 'tis time to end my doleful ditty. 

A clammy l'weatdoes o’er my temples creep ; 

My heat y eyes are urg’d with iron deep : 

1 lay me down to gafp my lateft breath, 

The wolves will get a breakfuft by my death ; 125 

Yet fcarce enough their hunger to lupply, 

For love has made me carrion e’er I die. 127 
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5 


the epithalamium or 

HELEN AND MKNELAUS. 

I* ROM THE EIGHTEENTH IDYLL1UM OF THEOCRITUS* 

T WELVE Spartan virgins, noble, young, and fair, 
With violet wreaths adorn'd their flowing hair $ 
And to the pompous palace did rel'ort. 

Where Menelaus kept his royal court. 

There, hand in hand, a comely choir they led ; 5 

To ling a blefling to his nuptial bed, [befpread. 
With curious needles wrought, and painted flowers 
Jove’s beauteous daughter now his bride mull be. 

And Jove bimfelf was lei’s a god than lie : 9 

For this their artful hands inllruft the lute to found. 
Their feet aflift their hands, and juflly beat the ground. 
This was their (ong: Why, happy bridegroom, why. 
Ere yet the flars are kindled in the Iky, 

Lr« twilight ihades, or evening dews are Died, 

Why dolt thou deal fo loon away to bed ? 15 

Has Somnus biuih'd thy eyelids with his rod, 

Or do thy legs refute to bear their load. 

With flowing bowls of a more generous God ? 

If gentle Humber on thy temples creep, 

(But, naughty man, thou dolt not mean to Deep) »o 
Betake thee to thy bed, thou drowsy drone, 

Sleep by thyfelf, and leave thy bride alone: 

Go, leave her with her maiden mates to play, 

At {ports more harmlel’s till the break of day : 

Give u* this evening ; thou hall morn and night, 25 
And all the year before thee, for delight. 

O happy youth j to thee, among the crowd, 

Of rival princes, Cupid liieez’d aloud ; 

And every lucky omen lent before. 

To meet thee landing on the Spartan lhore. 30 

Of all our heroes thou canlt boalt alone, • 

That Jove, whene'er lie thunders, calls thee fon m 
Betwixt two fliects thou (halt enjoy her bare, 

With whom no Grecian virgin can compare ; 

So loft, fo lweet, lb balmy* and fo fair. *5 
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A boy, like thee, would make a kingly line: 

But oh, a girl like her mult be divine. 

Her equaiu, we, in years, but not in face, 

Twelve (core viragoes of the Spaitan race, 

While naked to Eurotn's banks we bend, 4® 

And there in manly cxcicifc contend. 

When the appears, ;ue ai! eclips’d and lolf. 

And hide the beauties that v\e made our boaft. 

So, when the night and winter di (appear. 

The purple morning, riling with the year, 45 

Salutes the Ipring, as h-r cvleftial eyes 
Adorn the world, and hr r;!uen all tin- Ikies : 

So beauteous Helen hones among the reft, 

Tall, llcnder, ftraiglh , w:h : ll t ie graces bleft. 

As pines the mountain >, as fields the corn, 5a 
Or as PhelValian ftceds the race adorn ; 

So roly colour’d ilekn is fhcpiidc 
Of Laccdarmon, and of Cmvce hi lido. 

Like her no nymplt can willing olie.s Iv.nd, 

In bnfkct-works, which painted ltie-'ks commend : 5s 
With Pallas in the lo. m (Ik* may contend. 

But none, ah 1 tame can ;.muu . iuv tyre, 

And the mute ft rings V.ih vocal 1 .juL inspire i 
Whelhcr the lean At v:i hr Urs theme. 

Or chii.'h- Di«m 1 Im:I*»p*; In a It. .am : 

.Nolle can record their heavenly prail'e lo well 

j\ ■, IL ien, in whole eves ten tliouiand Cupids dwell, 

0 tail, O gi iceiiil ! yet with inaids enroll'd. 

But whom rouionow’* fun a matron /hall behold ; 
Yet eu* lo-morrm/’s fun ihall flie-w his held, Oj 

The dewy paths of meadow, we will trend, 
crown* .m l ciupiets t .» adorn tliy land. 

Where all i! 1 ill v.iep and wilh for thy return. 

As bleating iambs their ubient mother mourn. 
Oi.rnoliiclt maids Ihall to thy name bequeath. 70 

1 he boughs of Lotos, form’d into a wreath. 

This hiormment, thy maiden beauty’s due, 

Tlieh on a plane tue ih lil be bung Lo view : 

On, ib-' m. colli 1 ind the pallenger (hall Ite 

Thy nap. »u engsav’d, and werfliip Helen’s tree: 75 
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B.ilm, from a filvor box di Hi l l*d around. 


Shall all bedew the roots, and 1cv.nt t lie* lac red ground. 
The balm, Vis true, can are* l plants p- oiomr, & 

But Helen's name will keep it evu* young. 

Hail bride, hail bridegioom, ion-in-law to Jove » So 

Willi Iniitful joys Latoiia bids your love j 

Le‘ Venus fumiih you with lull dc fires j 

Add vigour to your wilis, and ll!( | f 0 your fires • 

Almighty Jove augment your wrairhy 

Give much to you, and to his grand ions more. 85 

From generous loins a gou a us race will ipring, 

Fach girl, like lier, acpieui j each hoy, like you, a king. 
\<av deep, if fu-ep you van j bur whin y.ufivtt, 
bleep dole, with tallied arms, and bread, to bivaft, 

Hilc ip the morn, but oh! before yon rite, 50 

Forget not to puioim your m, ruing facrificc. 

e will be wit h you ere the crowing cork 
Salutes the light, and Units bcioie hi* KathriM flock. 


Hymen, oh Hymen, to tliy tiiumphs run, 

And view the mighty 1'poiL thou halt in battle won. 96 
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THE 

DESPAIRING LOVER. 

FROM THE 

TWENTY-THIRD IOYLLIUM OF THEOCRITUS, 

W ITH inaufpicious love, a wretched Twain 
PurTued the fuireft nymph or’ all tjie plain ; 
Faii-eft indeed, hut prouder far t han fair. 

She plung’d him hopclei's in a deep deipair : 

Her heavenly form too haughtily fhe priz’d, 5 

His perlbn hated, and his gift’s dcipis’d 5 . 

Nor knew the force of Cupid’s cruel darts, 

Nor fear’d Ills awful power on human hearts j 
But either from her hupclcfs lover fled, 

Or with dililainful glances fhot him dead. 10 

No kils, no look, to cheer the drooping boy ; 

No word flic* Ipoke, file 1 corn’d ev’n to deny. 

But as a hunted panther calls about 
Her glaring eyes, and pricks her liftening ears fo 
lcout, 

So fhe, to fliun his toils, her cares employ’d, 1 5 

And fiercely in her lavage freedom joy’d. 

Her mouth fhe writh’d, her forehead taught to frown, 
Her eyes to fparkle fires to love unknown : 

Her fallow cheeks her envious mind did flicw, 

And every feature fpoke aloud the curftnefs of a flirew. 
Yet could not he his obvious fate efcape : ii 

His love it ill draft'd lier in a pleafing fliape; 

And every fullen frown and bitter Tcorn, 

But farm'd the fuel that too fait did burn. 

Longtime, unequal to his mighty pain, *5 

He itrove to curb it, but lie ilrove in vain: 

At laft his woes broke out, and begg’d relief 
u With tears, the dumb petitioners oi grief : 

Witlf tears To tender ns adorn’d his love, 

And any heart but only Iters would move. 30 

Trembling before her bolted, doors he flood, 

Aod there pour'd out th’ unprofitable flood ; 
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Staring his eyes, and haggar’d was his look 3 
Then, killing firft the threshold, thus hefpoke: 

Ah, nymph, more cruel than of human racel 
Thy tigrefs heart belies thy angel fncc.; 

Too well thou (hew’dft thy pedigree from (tone : 
Thy grandame’s was the firlt by Pyrrha thrown ; 
Unworthy thou to be lo long defir’d : 

15 ’ :t fo my love, and lo my fate requir'd. 

I beg not now (for ’tis in vain) to live ; 

But. take tin; gift, the lalt that I can give. 

This friendly cord (hall toon dtc'de the ftrife 
Betwixt my lingering love and loathibme life : 
This moment puts an end to all my pain ; 
l fhull no more defpair, nor thou diidain. 
jKanvul, ungrateful and unkind! I go 
Condemn’d by thee to thole lad (hades below. 


n 

35 

40 

45 


1 go th’extivnifft remedy to prove. 

To drink oblivion, and to drench my love; 50 

1 here happily to loie my long defires : 

Bill: ah ! what draught lb deep lo quench my fires ? 
J’arewel, ye n.ver opening gat »-s, ye (tones. 

And t v -a’(liold guilty of my midnight moans. 

What 1 have fuller’d here, ye know too well; 55 
What 1 (hall do, the Gods and I can tell. 


The rofc is fragrant, hut it fades in time; 

The vi:\_*t fwcet, hut quickly pall the prime; 
White lilies hang their heads, and footi decay, 
And whiter iuow in minutes melts awfty j 
Such is your blooming youth, and withering fo : 
The lime w ill come, it will, when you (hall know 
The rage of love ; your haughty heart (hall burn 
In iianits like mine, and meet a like return. 
Obdurate as you are, oh ! hear at lealt 


My dying prayers, and grant my lalt requeft. 
When (irlt you ope your doors, and palling by 
The l;ul ii! omen’d object meets your eve, f 

Think it nor Jolt, a moment if you ft ay ; 

T he breath lels wretch, fo made by you, furvey: 
Vol. III. B 


60 


<5 


7 * 
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Some cruel pleafure will from thence arifr. 

To view the mighty ravage of your eyes. 

I wifli (but oh! my wifli is vain, l fear) 

The kind oblation of a falling tear: 

Then lco'e the knot, and take me from the place, 7 £ 
And fpread your mantle o’er my gri/ly face ; 

Upon my livid lips bellow a kits : 

O envy not tlv tl**::d j the) feel not blits ! 

Nor fear your kifles can ivllore my breath ; 

Ev’n you aie not uu re pityL-is than death. S© 

Then for my corpfe a homely grave provide, 

Which love and me from public lcom may hide. 
Thrice call upon my name, t hi ice beat your bread. 
And hail me thrice to cverlading red i 
JLift, let my tomb this fad infcriplion bear: 85 

A wretch, whom low ha.i kill’d, lies buried lierei 
O pa ;f nr,' 1 s, Arnim a’s eyes beware. 

Tins havingTaid, and furious with hi.-; love, 

He heav’d with more than human fore * to move 
A wei dity (lone (the labour oi a tt.un) 90 

And rais'd from thence lie 1 cach’d the neighbouring 
beam : 

Around i s bulk a Aiding knot he throws. 

And f a r r t * 1 10 his neck the fatal none j 
Then I pu riling backwatd, took a lwing, till death 
Civp* up, and flopp'd tile paflage of bis breath. 9 <j 
The bonne.- built ope the door : the fcontlul fair 
Kehntie.’s lock’d, ami lav/ him beat his tptiverin^ 
leet in air: 

Nor we, t hia fate, nor cart a pitying c\c, 

Nor tcok (lowti, but brulli’d regard Ids by: 

Am! as (he y., \ J, her chance or fit.* wa* inch, roo 
Her gamviUs touch'd the dead, polluted by the 
tout h : 

.Next to the dance, thence to the bath did move; 

The bath wa*. tarred it) the god of love s 
Whole injur'd image, with a wrath nil eve, 

S-ood threatening irom a peddtal 011 high; 105 
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Mo ihliii^ awhile, and watchful of his blow, 
lit fell, and falling, cruihM th’ ungialcful nymph 
below : 

Her prufhing blood the pavement all beiincarM: 

And this her lalt rxpii ing voice was heard : 
f.oveis, farcwcl ; revenge has reach'd my icorn : 
Tluu warn'd, be wile, and love lor love return. 111 
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THE FIRST BOOK OF HOMER’S IL1AS, 

Cfce Argument* 

Chryfe 1 !, prieft of Apollo, brings prefents to the Grecian princes, to ran. 
fom hi uaughtvr Cliryleis, who was pril'outr in tiie /loe-r, Ap,.im<;mnon, 
the fctucroil, whole captive and milt refs the youm: l.utj was, refutes to 
deliver, threatens the venerable old man, and ililin ll'is him with c«i:u 
tutncly. The prisfl craves vengeance of his God; who fenjs a plague 
among tlie Greeks : which occaiions A* fcilles, their »:rf.at t luiiipiuit, to 
fumnion a con mil of the chief officers ; lie cmotir.ige'; Calch-ts, the high 
pried and prophet, to till the realun, why the Gods Mere fo inmh inccnfed 
a gain It them. C.ilLhas is feat ful of pro.o-Ji.g Agamcrnnoi., till Achilles 
engages t*i protKt him: then, emboldened b> the lu*ro, he artnfes the ge- 
neral as the ci nft: of all, by detain in t; tlie fair captive, an 1 i efuiinr the 
ptefeuts offtied lor her r.mfotn Jly flits proccn.'im', Apamnjr.n-'n is obliged, 
againd lus will, to reftore t*hr>fti>, with pifK, tJur ippe-ifc the 

wrath of Pha’bus; hot, at the laiu« innc, t.’icvengeiumlelf « » Ach.iUs, fet-ds 
to fn:t'i his nave Rrilch-:. Achille-, finis .itfrontc!, complain:. 10 his mother 
Thetis; and pegs her to revenge his injuiy, nut only on tlie go ner.il, boron 
all the army, hy giving vitftory ro the Trojuis, till the ungrateful jriui* ln:- 
caine fcnflblr of his injudtte. At the fame Mine, f-> pom- fjoiii tin iamp 
into his Chips, and wifndravvs Ins ,.nifr*ijv h:s * ouir r yi.»* n. 'I hetis prefers 
her fun's petition to Jupiirr, who grants m:r 1'itit. (-ro lUp**!., her errand, 
and i,iurrc-ls with her hujl aml tor hi-- y/.i.it ; :.U viiKan . %.un,iles his pa- 
rents with j bowl of nettar, end lend, tlu.ni pc vcca-My '• > bed. 

T HE wrath of Pelcus’ foil, O Mule, refbuud j 
Whole dire effects the Grecian army found. 

And many a hero, king, and hardy knight. 

Were lent, in early youth, to fhadcs of night : 

Their limbs a prey to dogs and vultures made : $ 

So was the fov’ reign will of Jove obey’d ; 

From that ill omenM hour when ft rife begun. 

Betwixt Atrides* great, and Thetis’ godlike fon. 

What Povv’r provok’d, and for what caufe relate, 
SowM, in their breads, the feeds of Item debate : xo 

Jove's and Latona’s Ion his wrath expiefsd, 

In vengeance of his violated prieft, 

Againit the king of men j who, ivvoln with pride. 
Refus’d his preieuls, and his pray 1 i s deny’d. 

For this the God a I'wift contagion Ipread 15 

Amid the camp, where heaps oil heaps lay d.:^d. 

For venerable Chryles came to buy. 

With gold and gifts of price, his daughter’s liberty. 
Suppliant before the Grecian chiefs lie ltood ; 

AwfuK and aim’d with enfignsof his God ; 40 

Bare was his hoary head ; one holy hand 
Held forth his laurel crown,, and one his feeptre of 
1 command. 
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His fuit was common ; but above the reft, 

To both the brother princes thus addrefs’d : 

Ye Ions of At reus, and ye Grecian jxnv’r.i, 25 
So may the Gods who dwell in heav’nly bewers 
Succeed your fiege, accord tlic vows you make. 

And give you Troy's imperial town to take ; 

So, by their happy conduct may you come, 

With conqucft brack to your i’weet native home j 30 
As you receive the raiiibni which l bring 
(kefpeding Jove and the ftir-fliooting king,) 

And break my daughter's bonds, at my dclire 5 
Andgb’d with her return her grieving lire. 

With (bouts of loud acclaim, the Greeks decree 35 
To take the gilts, to lit the dami’el free. 

The king of men alone with fury burn’d ; 

And, haughty, lUefe opprobrious words return’d : 
Hence, holy dotard, and avoid my light. 

Ere evil intercept thy tardy flight : 40 

Nor dare to tread this interdicted (band, 

.Left not tint idle feeptre in thy hand, 

Nor thy God’s crown, my vow'd revenge withftand. 
Hence, on thy life : the captive maid is mine j 
Whom not for.price or prayers I will rdign : 45 

Mine (lie flirt 1 1 lie, till creeping age and time 
Her bloom have wither'd, and confum'd her prime, 
'fill then my loyal bed (hr dial l attend. 

And, having (11ft adorn’d it, late nl'cend : 

Tib-,, for the night ; bv day, the web and loom, 5 • 
A id homely houfhold talk, (h «U be her doom. 

Ear from tliv lov’d emhrio-, an 1 i i rlwvet native home. 
He laid : the helphnk pruil r» pl\ d jio more j 
but iped hi. rteps along (h** Imarf' refounding fhore j 
Sikn*. he flee. ; lfe’ire at le:«;;ih in- flood, 55 

Devoutly cupAI ids Iocs, and thus invok d Ms god s 

() source 01 lac red light, it tend my prayc:, 

God wish she fd\t’i bow uid vylvh n hair t % 

Whom fbiy*’.*.. ('ilia, feiu obeys. 

And whok* broad eye their happy (oil lurvrys 5 69 

il , S'uimh. us, 1 hu\ e pom \l before thy flu in* • 
i lie blood of oxen, goats, and ruddy win •, 
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And larded thighs on loaded altars laid, 

Hear, and my juft revenge propitious aid, 

Pierce the proud Greeks, and with thy (hafts atteft 
How much thy power is injur’d in thy prieft. 66 
He pray’d, and Peuebus, hearing, urg'd his flight. 
With tury kindled, from Olympus’ height} 

Ilis quiver o’er his ample (boulders threw; 

His how twang’d, and his arrows rattled as they flew. 
Black as a ftormy night, he rang’d around 71 

The tents, and compal's’d the devoted ground. 

Then with full force his deadly bow he bent, 

And feather’d fates among the nudes and fumpters 
Th’ effay of rage on faithful dogs the n^' t } [ lent ■: 

And laft in human hearts his arrows fix’d. 76 

The God nine days the Greeks at rovers kill'd ; 

Nine days the camp with fun’ral fires was fill’d; 

The tenth Achilles, by the queen’s command. 

Who bears heav’n’s awful lceptre in her hand, fo 
A Council fummon’d : for the god dels l* ■ ‘cv’d 
Her favour’d hoft fhould perifh unrclievd. 

The kings aflembled, loon their chief inclofc ; 

Then from his feat the goddefs-born a role, 

And thus undaunted fpoke. What now re mains, £5 
But that once more we tempt the wat’ry plains. 

And, wand’ ring homeward, Peek our fafety hence. 

In flight at lead, if we can find defence ? 

Such woes at once encompafs us about. 

The plague within the camp, the 1 word without, 90 
Confult, O king, the prophets of th’ event : 
Andfwhcnce theft* ills, and what the Gods intent, 

Let them by dreams explore, for dreams from Jove 
are lent. 

What want of offer'd victims, whnt offence 
In laft committed, could the fun inccnfe, 95 

To deal his deadly (hafts ? Whnt nviv remove 
TH is fettled hate, and reconcile his iovc ? 

That be may look propitious on our toils ; 

And hungry graves no more lv* glutted wii h our fpoils. 

JThus to the king of men the hero lpoke, ico 

Then Calc has tlic defil’d cccafon took ; 
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Calchas the (acred feer, who had in view 
Things prefent and the paft ; and things to come 
foreknew ; 

Supreme of augurs, who, by Phoebus taught, 

The Grecian powers to Troy's deftruftion brought. 
Skill'd in the lecret caules of their woes, joG 

The reverend pried in graceful aft arole ; 

And thus beipoke Pel ides : Care of Jove, 

Favour'd of all th' immortal powers above ; 

Wouldft thou the feeds dcep-lbwn of milchicf know. 
And why provok'd Apollo bends his bow ? 1 1 1 

1 ‘light firfl thy faith, inviolably true, 

To fave me from thole ills that may cnliie. 

Fori (hall tell ungrateful truths, to thofe 

Whole hoimdJei's powers of life and death dilpofe. 115 

And lovereigns, ever jealous of their date, 

Forgive not thole whom once they mark for hate ; 

Kv’n though th’ offence they leemingly digeff, 

Jvtvenge, like embers rak'd, within their bread, 

Kurd forth in dames 5 whole un refilled power no 
Will feizc th* unwary wretch, and foon devour. 

Such, and no lei's is he, on whom depends [offends. 
The fum of things ; and whom my tongue ot force 
Secure me then from his forelecn intent, 

That what his wrath may doom, thy valour may prevent. 

To this the fern Achilles made reply : 126 

Kc bold; and on my plighted faith rely, 

To fipeak what Phoebus lias infpir'd thy lbul 
For common good ; and fpcak without control. 

His godhead I invoke, by him 1 live ar, 130 

That while my nollrils draw this vital air. 

None fhnll prelume to violate thole bands ; 

Or touch thy per ion with unhallow'd hands : 

Ev'n not the king of men that all commands. 

At this, reluming lit art, the prophet laid : 135 

Nor hctacomb nnllain, nor vows unpaid. 

On Greeks, acemVd, this dire contagion brings 
Or call lor vengeance from the howyer king ; 

But Ire (he Ivratit, whom none dares ufitl. 

Affronts the godhead in hu injur'd pt hit ; 
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He keeps the damfel captive in his chain, 

And preients are refus’d, and prayers preferr’d in vaim 
For tiiis th’ avenging power employs his darts ; 

And empties all his quiver in our hearts 5 

Thus will perfift, relentlefs in his ire, 145 

Till the fair Have be render’d to her fire : 

And ran lom -free reftor’d to his abode, 

With facrifice to reconcile the god s 
Then he, perhaps, aton’d by prayer, mayccaie 
His vengeance juftly vow’d, and give thee peace. 150 
Thus having faid, he fate: thus aniwer’d then, 
Upftarting from his throne, the Icing of men, 

His bread: with fury fill’d, his eyes with fire ; 

Which rolling round, he Ihot in iparkleson the fire: 
Augur of ill, whofe tongue was never found 155 
Without a prieftly curie, or boding found; 

For not one blels’cl event foretold to me 

Pals’ d through lhat mouth, or pafs’d unwillingly. 

And now thou dolt with lies the throne invade. 

By practice harden'd in thy flandering trade. 16& 
Obtending heaven, for what’er ills befal; 

And lputteving under fpecious names they gall. 

Now Phoebus is provok’d, his rights and laws 
Are in his prieft profan’d, and 1 the caufe : 

Since I detain aflave, my fovereign piize, x 6g 

And facred gold, your idol-god, del pile, 

I love her well : and well her merits claim, 

To Hand preferred before my Grecian dame; 

Not Clytemneftra’s felf in beauty’s bloom 

XI ore charm’d, or better ply’d the various loom s 17a 

Mine is the maid; and brought In happy hour, 

With every hoihhold grace adorn’d, to blefs my nup- 
tial bower. 

Yet fliall fiu* be reftor’d ; fincc public good, 

For private inr’r« it ought not to be wirh'tood, 

*To lave th’ eir.ilufii of my people’s blood. 175 

But right requires, if I refign in y own, 

1 1 fhould not luifer for your lakes. alone ; 

Alone excluded from the prize I gain’d, 

A ht 1 by your common fu forgo have obtain’d. 
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The flave without a ranfom (hall be Tent : 180 

It refts for you to make th* equivalent. 

To this the fierce Theffalian prince reply M s 
O firft in power, but palling all in pride. 

Griping, and (till tenacious of thy hold, [foul'd, 
Wouldft thou the Grecian chiefs, though largely 
Should give the prizes they had gain’d before, 1S6 
And with their lofs thy facrilege reftore ? 

Whate'er by force of arms the Toldier got, 

Is each his own, by dividend of lot : 

Which to refume, were both unjuft'and bafe ; 139 

Not to be borne but by a fervile race. 

But this we can : if Saturn’s fon bellows' 

The lack of Troy, which he by promife owes ; 

Then lhall the conquering Greeks thy lofs reftore. 

And with large intereft make th’ advantage more. 195 
To this Atrides anfwer’d : Though thy boaft 
Affumes the foremoft name of all our hoft, 

Pretend not, mighty man, that what is mine, 
Controll’d by thee, I tamely fhould relign. 

Shall I releale the prize I gain’d by right, aoo 

In taken towns and many a bloody light. 

While thou dctain’ft Brileis in thy bands, 

By prieftly glolfing on the God’s commands ? 

Kefolvc on this (a Ihort alternative) 

Quit mine, or, in exchange, another give; *05 

Elle I, allure thy loul, by fovereign right 
Will i'eize thy captive in thy own defpight. 

Or from flout Ajax, or Ulyffes, bear 
What other prize my fancy lhall prefer : 

Then foftly murmur or aloud complain, a 10 

Kage as you pleale, you lhall refill in vain. 

But more of this, in proper time and place ; 

To things of greater moment let us pals. 

A Ihip to fail the 1 acred feas prepare ; 

Proud in her trim : and put on board the fair, 215 
With facrifice and gifts, and all the pomp of prayer. 
The crew well choien, the command lhall be 
In Ajax t or if other I decree, . < * 

In Cretans king, *or Ithacus, or if I pleafe in thee ; 
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Mott fit thyfejf to fee performed th* intent *20 

For which my prifoner from my fight is font 5 
(Thanks to thy pious care) that Phoebus may relent* 
At this Achilles roll’d his furious eyes. 

Fix’d on the king aikant j and thus replies : 

O, impudent, regardful of thy own, 225 

Whole thoughts are center’d on thyielf alone. 
Advanc’d to love reign iway, for better ends 
Than thus like abject Haves to treat thy friends. 

What Greek is he, that, urg’d by thy command, 
Againft the Trojan troops will lift Ins hand ? 1 30 

Not f : nor fiich enforc’d reipeit I owe ; 

Nor Pergamus T hate, nor Priam is my foe. 

What wrong from Tioy remote could I fuftain, *" 
To leave my fruitful foil and happy reign. 

And plough the furges of the ftonny main ? 235 

Tine, irontlefs man, we follow’d from afar 5 ’ * 

Thy inttruments of death, and tools of war. 

Thine is the triumph, ours the toil alone ; [throne. 
We bear thee on our backs, and mount thee on tj»e 
For thee we fall in fight ; for thee mh*ds w 240 

Thy baffled brother ; not the wrongs of ’Greece. ; 
And now thou threaten’d, with unjuft decree. 

To punifli thy affronting heav’n, on me. 

To feizc the prize which I fo dearly bought; 

By common luffrage given, confirm'd by lot. 245 
Mean match to tbme, for ilill above the reft 
Thy hook’d rapacious hands ufiirp the bed. 

Though niir.e are firtt in fight, to force the prey ; 

And lad fuftain the labours of the day. 

Nor grudge I thee the much the Grecians give ; 250 

Nor murmuring take the little I receive. 

Yet ev’n this little, thou, who wouldft engrofi 
The whole, infatiate, envy’ft as thy iofs. 

Know, then, for Phthia fix’d is my return; 

Betfpr at home my ill-paid pains to mourn, 2 $$ 

Than from an equal here fuftain the public (corn. 

The king* whole brows with (Inning gold were bound, 
XV'h 9 his throne with icepter’d Haves encorn - 

ijpafs’d round, 
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Thus anfwer’d ftern : Go, at thy pleafure, go : 

We need not fucK a friend, nor fear we fuch a foe. 260 
There will not want to follow me in fight : 

Jove will afiift, and Jove affert my right. * 

But thou of all the kings (his care below) 

Art leaft at my command, and moll my toe. 

Debates, diffentions, uproars are, thy joy j 365 

Provok’d without offence, and practis’d to dcftroy. 
Strength is of brutes, and not thy boaft alone 5 
At leaft ’tis lent from heaven j and not thy own. 

Fly then, ill-manner’d, to thy native land, 

And there thy ant-born myrmidons command. 27a 
But mark this menace ; fince I muft refign 
My black -ey’d maid, to pleafe the powers divine : 

{A well-rigg’d veffel in the port attends, 

Mann’d at my charge, commanded by my friends,) 
The (hip (hall waft her to her wifh'd abode, 275 
Full fraught with holy bribes to the far-ffcouting God. 
This thus difpatch’d, I owe myfclf the care. 

My fame apd Injur’d honour to repair : 

From thy*owri tent, proud man, in thy defpight. 

This hand fhall ravifh thy pretended right. 280 

Briieis fhall be mine, and thou fhalt fee. 

What odds of pWful power I have on thee : [gree. 

That others at thy coft may learn the difference of de- 
At this th’ impatient hero iburly fmil’d : 

His heart impcttfdus in his bofom boil’d. 285 

And, juft led by two tides of equal fwayi 
Stood, for a while, fufpended in his way. 

Betwixt his reafon, and his rage untam’d ; 

One whifper’d foft, and one aloud reclaim’d : 

That only counfell’d to the fafer fide ; 290 

This to thefword, his ready hand apply ’d. 

Hnpunifh’d to fupport th’ affront was hard : 

Nor ealy was th’ attempt to force the guard. 

But foon the third of vengeance fil’d nis blood : 

Half fhoiie his faulchion, and half fheath’d it fk>o<^ 293 
In that nice moment, Pallas, from above, ' 
Commiffion’d by th’ imperial wife of Jove, 
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Defcended fwift (the white arm’d queen was loath 
The fight (hculd follow 5 for (he favour’d both) : 

Juft as in a6l he flood, in clouds enftirin’d, 300 
Her hand (he fatten’d on his hair behind $ 

Then backward by his yellow curls (lie dr^w j 
To him and him alone confefs’d in view. 

Tam’d by (uperior force, he turn’d his eyes 
Aghatt at firft, and ftupid with l'urpriie : 305 

But'by her fparkling eyes and ardent look, 

The warrior goddels known, he thus befpoke : % 

Corn’d thou, celeftial, to behold my wrongs ? 

To view the vengeance which to crimes belongs. 

Thus he. The blue-ey’d Goddels thus rejoin’d : 

I come to calm thy turbulence of mind, 31 i 

If reafon will reluine her fovereign iway, 

And, (entbyjuno, her commands obey. 

Equal (he loves you both, and I protett : 

Then give thy guardian Gods their due reipeft $ 313 
And ceafe contention ; be thy words fevere. 

Sharp as he merits : but the (word forbear. 

An hour unhop’d already wings her way. 

When he his dire affront (hall dearly pay : ’ 

When the proud king (hall fuc, with treh&gain, 3*0 
To quit thy lofs, and conquer thy di&ain?^ * * 

But thou, fecure of my unfailing word, 

Compofe thy lwelling foul, and (heath the fword. 

The youth thus anfwer’d mild j Aufpicious maid. 
Heaven’s will be mine, and your commands obey’d. 
The Gods are juft, and when, fubduing fenfe, 326 
We ferve their powers, provide the recompence. 

He faid 5 with iuriy faith believ’d her word. 

And in the (heath, re hi 61 ant, plung’d the fword. 

Her meflage done, (he mounts the biefs’d abodes, 330 
And mix'd among the (enate of the Gods. 

At her departure his diiclain return’d. 

The fire (he fann’d, with greater fury burn’d $ 
Rumbling within, till thus it found a vent : 

Daft aid, and drunkard, mean and iniolcnt : 335 

Tong ue-valiant hero, vaun.ter of thy might, 
the foremott, but the lag in fight $ 
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When didft thou thruft amid the mingled preafe, 
Content to bid the war, aloof in peace ? 

Arms are the trade of each plebeian foul : 340 

*Tis death to fight ; but kingly to control. 

Lord-like at eale, with arbitrary power. 

To peel the chiefs, the people to devour. 

Thefe, traitor, are thy talents ; fafer far 
Than to contend in fields, and toils of war. 345 
Nor couldft thou thus have dar’d the common hate, 
Were not their fouls as abjeft as their ftate. 

But, by this fceptre, folemnly I fwear, [bear, 

(Which never more green leaf or growing branch fhall 
Tom from the tree, and given by Jove to thofe 350 
Who laws difpenfe, and mighty wrongs oppofe) 

That when the Grecians want my wonted aid, 

No gift fhall bribe it, and no prayer perfuade. 

When Heftor comes, the homicide to wield 
His conquering arms, with corps to ftrew the field. 
Then fhalt thou mourn thy pride, and late confefs 356 
My wrong repented, when ’tis pad redreis. 

He faid : and with difdain, in open view, 

Againft the ground his golden fceptre threw ; 

Then fate : with boiling rage Atrides burn’d, 360 
And foam betwbft his gnafhing grinders churn’d. 

But from his feat the Pylian prince arofc. 

With reafoning ipild, their madnefs to compofe : 
Words, fweet a&lioney, from his mouth diftiil’d 5 
Two centuries already he fulfill’d j 365 

And now began the third; unbroken yet : 

Once fam’d for courage, ftill in council great. 

What worfe, he faid, can Argos undergo. 

What can more gratify the Phrygian foe. 

Than thefe diftemper’d heats ? If both the lights 370 
Of Greece their private intereft difunites ! 

Believe a friend with thrice your years increas’d. 

And let thefe youthful paflions be reprefs’d : 

I ftourilh’d long before your birth *, and then 
Liv’d equal with a race of braver men 
Than thefe dim eyes fhall e’er behold again. 

VOL. III. C 
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Ceneus and Dryas, and, excelling them, 

Great Thefeus, and the force of greater JPolypheme. 
With thefe I went, a brother of the war, 

Their dangers to divide, their fame to fhare. 380 
Nor idle flood with unafiifting hands, 

When falvage beads, and men’s more falvage bands. 
Their virtuous toil liibdu’d : yet thofe I fway’d,. 
With powerful fpeech s I fpoke, and they obey’d. 

If fucn as thofe my counfcls could reclaim, 385 

Think not, young warriors, your diminifh'd name 
Shall lole of luftre, by fubjefting rage 
To the cool di&ates of experienc’d age. 

Thou, king of men, ftretch not thy lovereign fway 
Beyond tho bounds free fubjctts can obey ; 390 

But let Pelides in his prize rejoice. 

Achiev’d in arms, allow'd by public voice. 

Nor thou, brave champion, with his power contend, 
Before whofe throne, cv'n kings their lower’d feep- 
tres behd. 

The head of aftion he, and thou the hand, 391 

Matchlefs thy force, but mightier his command ; 
Thou fir A, O king, releale the rights of fway $ 

Power, iclf-reftrain’d, the people beft obey. } 

Sanctions of law from thee derive their fourcej 
Command thyfelf, whom no commands can force ,40a 
The fon of Thetis, rampire of our hoft, J.' . 

Is worth our care to keep, nor fliall my prayers be loft. 

, Thus Neftor laid, and ceas’d s Atrides broke 
His filence next $ but ponder’d e’er he fpoke. * 

Wife are thy words, and glad I would obey, 405 
But this proud man affc?6ts imperial fsvay. 

Controlling kings, and trampling on our ftate. 

His will is law 5 and what he wills is fate. 

The gods have given him ftrength : but whence theftyle 
6>f lawlefs power aflum’d, or licence to revile ? 41Q 

Aclulles cut him Ihort 5 and thus reply’d : 

My worth, allow’d in words, is in effeft deny’d. 

For who but a poltroon, poflefs’d with fear, 
infolcnce can tamely bear ? 
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Command thy (laves s my freeborn foul difdains 415 
A tyrant’s curb 5 and reftiff breaks the reins. 

Take this along j that no difpute (hall rife 
( Though mine the woman) for my ravifh'd prize : 

But ihe excepted, as unworthy ftrife, 

Dare not, 1 charge thee dare not, on thy life, 410 
Touch aught of mine befide, by lot my due. 

But (land aloof, and think profane to view ; 

This faulchion, elfe, not hitherto withftood. 

Tilde holiile fields (hall fatten with thy blood. 

He laid, and role the firft : the council broke ; 4*5 

And all their grave ccnfults diflclv’d in fmoke. 

The royal youth retir’d, on vengeance bent, 
Patroclus follow'd filent to his tent. 

Meantime, the king with gifts a velfel ftores j 
Supplies the banks with twenty cholen oars: 43a 

And next, to reconcile tile fhooter God, 

Witliin her hollow fidcs the lacrifice he flow’d: 
Chrylcis lalt was iet on board j whole hand 
Ulyfles took, inti ulled with command : 

They plow the liquid feas, and leave the lclfening land. 

Atrides -hen, his outward zeal to boaft, 436 

Bade puritv tho fun-polluted hoft. 

With perlc& hecatombs the God they grac’d 5 
Whole offer’d entrails in the main were call. 

Black bulls and bearded goats on altars lie ; 440 

And clouds of favory flench involve the Iky. 

Thele pomps the royal hypocrite defign’d 

For Ihew j but harbour'd vengeance in his mind : 

Till holy malice^ longing for a vent, 

At length dilcovor’d his conceal’d intent. 445 

Talthybius, and Euryhates the juft, 

Heralds of arms, and minifters of truft, 

He call’d, and thus befpoke : Halle lienee your way : 
And from the Goddefs-bovn demand his prey. 

If yielded, bring the captive : if deny’d, 450 

The king (fo tell him) lhall chaftife his pride. 

And with arm’d multitudes in perfon come. 

To vindicate his power, arid jhltify his doom, 

C ft 
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This hard command unwiliing they obey. 

And o’er the barren fhore purfue their way, 355 
Where quarter’d in their camp the fierce ThefTalians lay. 
Their fov’reign feated on his chair, they find 5 
His penfive cheek upon his hand reclin’d, 

And anxious thoughts revolving in his mind. 

With gloomy looks he faw them entering in 460 
Without falute : nor durft they firft begin, 

Fearful of rafh offence and death forfeen. 

He loon, the caule divining, clear’d his brow 5 
And thus did liberty of lpeech allow. 

Interpreters of Gods and men, be bold : 465 

Awful .your chara&er, and uncontroll’d, 

Howe’er unpleafing be the news you bring, 

1 blame not you, but your imperious king. 

You come, I know, my captive to demand; 
Patroclus, give her to the herald’s hand. 470 

But you, authentic witneffes I bring. 

Before the Gods, and your ungrateful king. 

Of this my manifeft s that never more 
This hand fhail combat on the crooked fhore : 

No, let the Grecian powers, opprefs’d in fight, 475 
Unpity’d perifh in their tyrant’s fight. 

Blind of the future, and by rage milled, i.. * 

He pulls his crimes upon his people’s head 
Forc’d from the field in trenches to contend^ y 
And his inlulted camp from foes defend. 480 

He faid $ and foon obeying his intent, 

Patroclus brought Brilcis from her tent 5 
Then to th’ entrufted meffengers refign’d : 

She wept, and often caft her eyes behind ; 

Forc’d from the man (he lov’d ; they led her thence, 485 
Along the fhore, a priloner to their prince. 

Sole on the barren lands the fufFring chief 
L Roar’d out for anguifli, and indulg’d his grief. 

Caft on his kindred leas a ftormy look. 

And nis upbraided mother thus befpoke ; 490 

IJnhappy parent of a fhort- liv’d Ion, 

in pity by thy pray’rs was won 
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To grace thy fmall remains of breath with fame. 

Why loads he this imbitterM life with fhamc ? 
Suffering his king of men to force my Have, 495 
Whom, well deferv’d in war, the Grecians gave. 

Set by old Ocean's fide the goddefs heard, 

'Then from the facred deep her head fhe rear’d j 
Role like a morning-mill ; and thus begun 
To footli the forrows of her plaintive fon. 5 oo 

Why cries my care ? and why conceals his fmart ? 

Let thy afflicted parent lliare her part. 

Then, lighing from the bottom of his bread, 

To the Sca-Goddefs thus the Goddefs born addrefs’d 1 
Thou know’ll my pain, which telling but recals : 505 
By focce of arms we raz’d the Theban walls 5 
The '-ran lack’d city, taken by our toils, 

We left, and hither brought the golden fpoils 5 
Equal we lhar’d them 5 but before the red. 

The proud prerogative had feiz'd the bed. 510 

Chryleis was the greedy tyrant’s prize, 

Chryleis, rofy- cheek’d, with charming eyes. 

Her lire, Apollo’s pried, arriv’d to buy, 

With proffer’d gifts of price, his daughter’s liberty. 
Suppliant before the Grecian chiefs he llood, 515 
: Awful, and arm’d with enfigns of Lis God : 

: Bare was his hokry head, one holy hand [command. 
Held forth his laurel crown, and one his feeptre of 
His fuit was common, but above the red 
<To both the 4 brother princes was addrefs’d. 5*0 

<With fhouts of loud acclaim the Greeks agree 
ITo take the gifts} to fet the prifoner free. 

■ Not fo the tyrant, who with fcorn the pried 
v Receiv’d, and with opprobrious words difmifs’d. 

The good old man forlorn of human aid, 525 

For vengeance to his heavenly patron pray’d: 

The Godhead gave a favourable ear, 

And granted aU to him be held fo dear 5 
In an ill hour his piercing lhafts he lped ; 

And heaps on heaps of llaughtcr’d Greeks lay dead. 
While round the camp he rang’d: at length arole <*31 
A leer who well divin’d ; and durft dilclofc 
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The fourceof all our ills : I took the word j 
And urg’d the facred (lave to be reftor’d, 

The god appeas’d : the fwelling monarch ftorm’d i 535 
And then the vengeance vow’d, he fmce perform’d : 
The Greeks, ’tis true, their ruin to prevent. 

Have to the royal prieft his daughter lent ; 

But from the haughty king his heralds came, 

And leiz’d, by his command, my captive dame, 540 
By common fufFrage giv’n ; but thou, be won, 

If in thy pow’r, t’avenge thy injur’d Ion : 

Alccnd the Ikies ; and fupplicating move 
Thy juft complaints, to cloud- compelling Jove. 

If thou by either word or deed haft wrought 545 
A kind remembrance in his grateful thought. 

Urge him by that •. for often halt thou laid I § * 

Thy power was once not ul'elefs in his aid, 

When he, who high above the higheft reigns, 
Surpris’d by traitor Gods, was bound in chains. 550 
When Juno, Pallas, with ambition fir’d. 

And his blue brother of the leas confpir’d, 

Thou freed’ft the lbvereign of unworthy bands, 

Thou brought’ft Briareus with his hundred hands, * 
(So call’d in heaven, but mortal men beloN*.' 5 ; 
By his terreltrial name A£geon know : 

Twice itronger than his fire, who fat above 
Afleflbr to the throne of thundering Jove.) 

The Gods, difmay'd at his approach, withdrew. 

Nor durft their unaccompl idl’d crime purfue. 560 
That a&ion to his grateful mind recal 5 
Embrace his knees, and at his footftoul fall : 

That now, if ever, he will aid our foes $ 

Let T toy’s triumphant troops the camp cnclole : 

Ours beaten to the Ihore, the ftege forfake j 565 
And what their king deferves, with him partake* 

That the proud tyrant, at his proper colt, 
iVlay learn the value of the man he loft. 

To whom the mother- goddefs thus reply ’d, 

Sigh’d e’er Ihe l’poke, and while die fpoke (he cry’d: 
Alu wretched me ! by fates averle, decreed, 571 

Tq Bring thee forth with pain, with care to breed 1 
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Did envious heaven not otherwise ordain, • 

Safe in thy hollow fliips thou fhouldft remain. 

Nor ever tempt the fatal field again. 575 

But now thy planet (beds his poUonous rays, 

And fhort, and full of forrow are chy days. 

For what remains, to heaven I will aiccnd. 

And at the thunderer’s throne thy iuit commend. 

Till then, lecure in fliips, abltam from fight ? 580 

Indulge thy grief in tears, and vent thy Ipight* 

For ye Herd ay the court of heaven with Jove 
.Remov'd: ’tis dead vacation now above. 

Twelve days the gods their lolemn revels keep. 

And quaff with blamelefs Ethiops in the deep.- 585 
Return’d from thence, to heaven my flight 1 take. 
Knock at the brazen gates, and providence awake. 
•Embrace his knees, and iuppliant to the fire, 

Doubt not 1 will obtain the grant of thy defire. 

She laid : and parting left him on the place, 590 
Swohi with dii'dain, relenting his dilgrace s 
Revengeful thoughts revolving in his mind. 

He wept for anger, and for love he pin’d. 

Meantime with profperous gales Ulyffes brought 
The Have, and lhip with facrifices fraught, 595 
To ChrylU’s port ; where, entering with the tide 
He dropp’d his anchors, and his oars he ply’d $ 

Furl’d every fail, and drawing dbvvn the malt, 

His veffcl moor’d, and made with hauliers fait. 
Defcending on the plain, alhore they bring Coo 

The hecatomb to pleafe the (hooter king. 

The dame before an altar’s holy fire 
Ulyffes led, and thus befpoke her fire : 

Reverenc’d be thou, and be thy God ador’d $ 

The king of men thy daughter has reftor’d, 605 

And fent by me with pre tents and with pray’r 5 
He recommends him to thy pious care. 

That Phoebus at thy fuit his wrath may ceafe, 

And give the penitent offenders peace. 

He laid, and gave her to her father’s hands, 610 
Who glad receiv’d her, free from lervile bands. 
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This done, in order they, with fcber grace, 

Their gifts around the well-built altar place ; 

Then walk’d, and took the cakes j wh ; le Chryles flood 
With brands upheld, and thus invok'd his god s 645 
God of the filver bow, whole eyes furvey 
The fa creel Cilia, thou whole awful fvvay 
Chryla the blell, and Tencdos, obey. 

Now hear, as thou before my pray'r haft heard, 
Againft the Grecians and their pi iiice preltrr’d : 6 20 

Once thou haft honour'd, honour once again 
Thy preift ; nor let his ilcond vows he vain j 
But from lh’ afflicted hoft, and humbled prince, 

Avert thy wrath, and ceal’e thy ptftilence, 

Apollo heard, and conquering liis difdain, 635 

Unbent his bow, and Greece rclpir’d again. 

Now when the lolcmn rites of pray’r were paft, 
Their failed cakes on crackling llames they call ; 

Then turning back, the fucrifice they fped jj 
The fatted oxen ile*v, and llea'd the dead ; 630 

Chopp'd off thii nervous thighs, and next prepar’d 
T’ invoh e the lean in cauls, and mend with lard. 

Sweet -breads and co-ops ware with fkewera prick’d 
About the ikies, imbibing what they deck'd* 

The prirft with holy hands was feen to ime 635 
The cloven wood, and prur the middy wine." 

The youth approach’d the fire j and as it burn'd. 

On five ftv.u p broarh* rs rank'd, the ronft they turn'd. 
Thdi- mol Li s ftay’d their ftovnach’s then (he reft 
They cut in legs and fil’ets'forthc Haft 5 64® 

Which drawn and fivv’d, their hunger they appeafe 
With lavory meat, and fet their minds at tale* 

Now when the rage of eating was repelled. 

The boy: with generous wine the goblets fill’d. 

The iiiil Hi vi lions to the Gods they pour 5 - €45 

And then with longs indulge the gtuial hour. 

V llely ^wbauch t T'iil day to night they bring, 

With tiymns and paeans to the bowyer king. 

At fun lit co their ft, ip they make return, 

A^id fhore lccmc on decks liii rofy morn. 
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The Ikies with dawning day were purpled o'er. 
Awak’d, with labouring oars they leave the fhore. 

The power appeas’d, with winds fuffic’d the lail ; 

The bellying canvas ftrutted with the gale : 

The waves indignant roar with furly pride, 655 
And prefs againft the Tides, and, beaten off, divide. 
They cut the foamy way, with force impelled 
Superior, till the Trojan port they held $ 

'Then hauling on the ltrand, their galley mocfr, 

And pitch their tents along the crooked fhore. 66 6 

Meantime the Goddefs-born in iccret pin'd. 

Nor vilited the camp, nor in the council join’d 5 
But keeping clofe, liis gnawing heart he fed 
With hopes of vengeance on the tyrant’s head. 

And wifli’d for bloody wars and mortal wounds, 665 
And of the Greeks opprefs’d in fight to hear th® 
dying founds. 

Now when twelve days complete bad run their race, 
The Gods bethought them of the cares belonging to 
their place. 

Jove at their head alcending fiom the fea : 

A fhoal of puny powers attend his way. 670 

Then Thetis, not unmindful of her fon. 

Emerging from the deep, to beg her boon, 

Purfu’d their track } and waken’d from his reft. 

Before the fovereign ftood a morning gueft. 

Him in the circle, but apart, (he found : 675 

The reft at awful dillance llood az*ound. 

She bow’d ; and ere file durft her fuit begin, 

One hand embrac’d bis knees, one prop'd his chin. 
Then thus*. If I, celeftial lire, in aught 
Have ferv’d thy will, or gratify” 'd thy thought, 68® 
One glimpfe of glory to my ifluc give. 

Grac’d for the little time he has to live. 

Difhonour’d by the king ot men he ftands : 

His rightful prize is ravifh’d from his hands. 

But thou, O father, in my ion’;, defence, 68 $ 

Affumethy power, affert thy providence. 

Let Troy prevail, till Greece th’ affropt has paid 
With doubled honours, and redeem’d his aid. 
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She ceas'd j but the coniidering God was mute ; 
Till die, rdolv’d to win, renew'd her fuir, 

Nor loos’d her hold, but forc’d him to reply ; 

Qr grant me my petition, or deny : 

Jove cannot fear : then tell me to my face, 

That I, of all the gods, am kail in grace. 

This I can bear. The Cloud-compeller mourn'd j 695 
And fighing full, this anfwer he uluni'd : 

Know’ll thou what clamours wilj diduib my reign, 
What my llunn’d tars from Juno mull luliain i 
In council Ihe gives licence to her longue. 
Loquacious, brawling, ever in the wrong : yco 

And now ihe will my partial power upbraid, 

If, alienate from Greece, I give the Trojans aid. 

But thou depart, and (lumber jealous light : 

The care be mine to do Polities right. 

Go then, and on the faith of Jove rely ; 705 

When, nodding, to thy full, he bows the iky. 

Thir ratifies th’ incvocable doom : 

The llgn ordain’d, that what I will (hall come : 

The llamp of luaveii, and leal of fate. He laid. 

And (hook the facred honoin s of 1 »*^ head, 710 

With tenor trembled heaven’s Uib/icUngllill ; 

And from his lbakcn curls amhroiial dews diitil. 

The govkuds gees exulting fiotn his light. 

And leeks the fas profound, and haves the realms 
of light. 

He moves into his. hall: the powers refort, 725 
Each fiusn his he life, to fill tile fovereign’s court; 

Nor waiting fu/mva iv, nor e::pe&ing iiood ; 

But met with.reve.encc, and receiv'd the God. 

He mounts ihe tin one ; and* j unci took, her place; 

But lullen Jilcoihent far lowering or. her lace. 720 
With jealous eyes at di fiance (he had fvn, 

Whilptring with Jure, the ill ver -footed f>ucenj 
'I'lien, impotent U tongue (!ur (lienee broke) 
TJius*rurbuL*nt in Kittling tone (lie (poke. 

Author of ills, ar.d dole cent river Jove, 7S5 

Which of thy dames, what proftilutc of love, 
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K:is held thy ear fo Jong, and begg’d fo hard, 

]' (! »• fame old fcrvice clone, ionic new reward ? 

Apart you talk’d, for that's your lpccial cure, 

The concert never muft the council Hi are. 75® 

One gracious word is for a wife too much : 

Such is a marriage vow ; and Jove’s own faith is fuch. 
Then thus the Sire of Gods, and men below. 

What I have hidden, hope not thou to know. 

3'en goddeffes are women ; raid no wile 735 

il is power to regulate her hu (band's life : 

Count'd flic may 5 and I will give thy ear 
The knowledge firft, of what is fit to hear. 

What I tranliid with others, or nlore, 
iieware to learn, nor prefs too near the throne. 740 
To whom the Goddds with the charming eye* ; 
What haft thou laid, O tyrant of the Ikies 1 
When did I learch the fecrcts of thy reign, 

Though privileg’d to know, but privileg’d in vain ? 
Hut well thou dolt, to hide from common fight, 745 
Thy dole intrigues, too bad to beat the light : 

N.ir doubt I, but the iilver-tbored 
Tripping from i*ea, on fuch an errand c ime. 

To grace her iftue, at t h.* Grecian's colt, 

Ami for one peeviih man deilroy an holt. 750 

To whom the Thunderer made this Tern reply ; 
MvhoufhoM curfe, my lawful plague, the fpy 
(*i Jove’s deiigtis, his other Iqulmingcyc. 

Why 1 his vain prying, and for what avail t 

Tvc will be matter (till, and Juno fail. 75$ 

should thy iiifpicious thoughts divine aright, 

T hou hut becom'il more oilious to my light 
. I or this attempt : uncaiy life to me, 

I watch’d and importun'd, hut worfe for thee. 

Curb that impetuous tongue, before too late j 7 ' • 
The Gods behold, and tremble at thy fate ; 

Pitying, but daring not , in thy defence, 

1 0 lift a hand againft Omnipotence. 

This heard, th’ imperious queen fate mule with 
icar, • 

Nor further duifl incenfe the gloomy Thunderer . *jC$ 
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Silence was in the court at this rebuke ; 

Nor could the Gods, abaih’d, fuftain their fovereign’s 
* look. 

The limping Smith obferv’d the fudden feaft. 

And, hopping here and there, (himfelf a jeft) 

Put in his word, that neither might offend ; 7 70 

To Jove oblequious, yet his mother’s friend. 

What end in heaven will be of civil war. 

If gods of pleafure will for mortals jar ? 

Such dii’cord but difturbs our jovial feaft 5 
One grain of bad embitters all the beft. 77 5 

Mother, though wile yourfelf, my counfel weigh 3 
’Tis much uniafe my fire to difobey. 

Not only you provoke him to your coft. 

But mirth is marr’d, and the goed cheer is loft. 
Tempt not his heavy hand ; for he has power 780 
To throw you headlong from his heavenly tower, 

But one fubmiflive word which you let fall, 

Will make him in good humour with us all. 

He faid no more 5 but crown’d a bowl, unbid : 

The laughing ne£lar overlook’d the lid : 785 

Then put it to her hand, and thus purfu’d. 

This curfed quairelbe no more renew’d. 

Be, as becomes a wife, obedient j 
Though griev’d, yet iiibje£l to her hulband’s will. 

I would not fee you beaten, yet, afraid 790 

Of Jove’s fupertor force, I dare not aid. 

Too well I know him, fince that hapleis hour 
When I and all the gods employ’d our power 
To break your bonds : me &y the heel he drew. 

And o’er heav’n’s battlements with fury threw. 795 
All day I fell : my flight at morn begun. 

And ended not but with the letting fun : 

Pitch’d on my head, at length the Lcmnian ground 
Receiv'd my batter'd Ikull, the Sinthians heal’d my 
1 wound. 

At Vulcan’s homely mirth his mother iinil’d, 800 
And, finding, took the cup the clown had fill’d, 

The reconciler bowl went round the board, 

WJuch, emptied, the rude Ik inker dill reftor’d. 
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Loud fits of laughter ieiz’d the guefts to fee 
The limping god Co cleft at his new miniftry. S 05 
The feaft continued till declining light : [night. 

They drank, they laugh’d, they lov'd, and then 'twus 
Nor wanted tuneful harp, nor vocal clioir j 
The Mules lung 5 Apollo touch’d the lyre. 

Drunken at lad, and drowfy they depart, 810 

Each to his lioule j adorn’d with labour’d art 
01 the lame architect : the thundering god 
Even withdrew to relt, and had his load. 

His Iwimming head to needful fleep apply’dj 

And Juno lay unheeded by his lide. 81 5 
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THE LAST PARTING OF 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 

FROM TKF. 

SIXTH BOOK OF THE ILIAD. 

STijc Argument. 

Veftor, returnir.;; fom thr field of liitlir, t<» iifit hi* fiA^.r ^v 

Ami hi. l.rot!»s*r Pari.*, 'aIl* had tinir.ht uniiirr rrtiiliv hand in hind v » ■ !» 
M'T.el me, truth ll.i'iic'* 1 t>- hi*, own p I u c to In ins \i if- An.lrurn.ifU , 
no 1 hr. inta'it ion The cUfiripiioti ui that filcrview is the fill. - 

je;t ufthib ti .tntUlieu. 

T HITS having laid, brave Ur&or went to ft/ 1 
His virtuous wife, ilie fail Andrniii.u ] e. 

He found her not at home; lor Ihe was gone. 
Attended by her maid and infant Ion, 

To climb the ftccpy tower oi' liion : 5 

From whence, with heavy heart, Ihj might fiirtey 
The bloody bufinefs of the dreadful day. 

He r mournful eyes file call around the plain, 

And lbuglu ihe lord of her d hires in vain. 

But. he, wiio tliought his peopled palace bare jo 
W hen 'lie, his only comfort, was nor there. 

Stood in the gate, and aik’d of every one 
Which way ihe took, and whither ihe was «^5 
Iv to the court, or, with his mother’s train, *- 
In long proccffi.m, to Minerva’s fane ? «jj£ : ' 15 

The fervants anl'.ver’d, Neither to tUe cout*^ 

Where Priam's ions and daughters did reibrt, 

Wor to the tun pie was /lie gone? IQ move *' 

Willi prayers the blue-ey'd projttfy of Jove ; 

But, more lolicitous for him alSpi 10 

Than all their &fe*y, to the tourer was gone, 

There to I’urvcy the labours of the field, 

,WI HUY the Greeks conquer, and die Trojans yield ; 
Swiftly /he pafs’d, with fear and fury wild ; 

The nurle went lagging after with the child. a 5 
Tills hcsyxl, the noble He&or made no day ; 

throng divide tb giye liim way j 
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He pafs'd through every itrcet, by .which he came, 
Ami at the gate he met the mournful dame. 

His wife beheld him, and, with eager pace, 30 

Flew to his arms, to meet a dear embrace : 

li is wife, who brought in dower t.Ylicia’s crown. 

And in herfelf a greater dower alone : 

Action's heir, who on the woody plain 
( if iiippopiacus did in Thebe reign. 35 

Ih'cathlei's fhe Hew, willi ioy and pafficn wild, 

The nurie came lagging atur willi the child. 

The royal babe upon her bread was laid ; 

Who, like the morn in;- liar, hjs boa difpbiy’d. 
Sramuiulrius was his name, which It. 'Tor gave, 40 
From that iairiloyd which II ion walls did lavet 
But him Allyun:-.x f!ie i Y oj.uis call, 

From hisgie.it Other, who defends the wall. 

HeTor beheld him with a liknt irnite : 

Hi; tender wife hood weeping by rise '.bile : 45 

PivfVd in her own his warlike 1 rand (he took. 

Then li gh'd, and thus prophetically (poke : 

Thy Turn tie is heart (which I lore fee too late) T- 
Too daring man, will urge tine to thy late : 

Nor doit thou pity with a parent’s mind, 50 

This helplefs orphan, which thou leav’ft behind 5 
Nor me, th’ unhappy partner of thy bed ; 

Who mult in triumph by the Greeks be led 3 

They fevk thy life, and, in unequal fight 

With many, will op p refs thy tingle might : 55 

.Barer ir were for miierable me 

To die Indore the fate which I fore/ee ; 

For ah ! what comfort can the world bequeath 
To He vloi’s widow, alter Holer’s death ? 

Eternal furrow and perpetual Uras 6© 

Began my youth, and will c ncludemy years : 
i have no parents, friends, nor In others leit t 
.By item Achilles all of life beivfi. 

Then, when the walls of Thebes he overthrew, 
il is fatal hand my royal father flew } 65 

He flew Action, but despoil d hi.n not 5 
Nor in his hate the funeral 1 Yes forgot 3 
X) 2 
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Arm’d as he was he lent him whole below. 

And rev’renc’d thus the manes of his foe: 

A tomb he rais’d : the mountain nymphs around 70 
Enclos’d with planted elms the holy ground. 

My feven brave brothers, in one fatal day. 

To Death’s dark manfions took their mournful way ; 
Slain by the fame Achilles, while they keep 
The bellowing oxen and the bleating fheep 5 75 

My mother, whq the royal iceptre iway’d. 

Was captive to the cuiel viiSlor made. 

And hither led j but, hence redeem’d with gold. 

Her native country did again behold, 

And but beheld j for loon Diana’s dart, 80 

In an unhappy chate, tran- fix’d her heart. 

But thou, my Heftor, art thylelf alone 
My parents, brother, and my lord, in one j 
O kill not all my kindred o'er again. 

Nor tempt the dangers of the dufty plain ; S5 

But in this tower, for our defence remain. 

Thy wife and Ion are in thy ruin loft : 

This is a huib&nd’s and a father’s poll. 

The Sc.can gate commands the plains below : 

Here marlhal all thy fold ic i s as they go ; v; ifo 1 
And ik nee with other hands repel the foe. •** 

By yon wild fig-tree lies their chief afeent, *V 
And thither all their powers are daily bent : - 
The two Ajaces have I often Ic-en, 

And the wrong’d hufband of the Spartan queen : 95 

With him his greater brother, and with thele 
Fierce Diomede and bold Meriones : 

Uncertain if, by augury, or chance, 

But by this ealy rile they all advance ; 

Guard well that pals, lecure of all befidc. 100 

To whom the noble Heitor thus reply ’d : 

That and therdt are in my daily care ; 

: 'But (hould I Ihun the dangers of the war, 

. With fcorn the Trojans would reward my pains. 

And their proud ladies with their fweeping trains. 105 
TjieOHjfciau fwordsancl lances I can bear, 
honour is my only fear. 
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Shall Ile&or, born to war, his birth -right yield, 

Belie his courage, and forfake the field ? 

JEarly in ru«ged arms I took delight, no 

And ftill have been the foremoft in the fight : 

With dangers dearly have I bought renown. 

And am the champion of my father’s crown. 

/'■id vet my mind forebodes, with lure prcJagc, 

That Troy fhail pcrilh bv the Grecian rage. 1 15 
The fatal day" draws on when I ;nu:t fall ; 

And imiveifrd ruin cover ail. 

N«>t Proy it ieli, though built by hands divine. 

Nor Priam, nor his people, nor his line, 

My uni her, nor my brothe' S of renown, 120 

Whole v dour vi-v Uellnds tV iinlvinpv town ; 

Not th« fe, n.-r all -heir 1 i-es which 1 lorcije. 

Are half of t-s.tr couc.-m 1 have for thee. 

I lee, T e in i ha' .atnl hour, 

hob' ‘d. 1 ;<» the victor's cru» i power; 125 

L d la .re :i flaw to U‘in,‘ iniiiliing l'mrJ, 

.j'Oiloin ind trembling at a foreign lord; 

A ijkvtaelc in Argo.-,, at 1! le j> / w'lii, 

Gracing with Troj m ii »!us a Gieci .n roc.m ; 

Or horn e.^ep welU i!i»- living dream to tak-:, 130 
And on thy weary Jhouldtrs biing it b re!... 

While, groaning under this labonuus 'if*. 

Tin* »■ iniolemly call thee Hector’s wife ; 
ilpfviiul thy bondage with thy hmb'uul’s name; 

And from my glory propagate thy linv.s. 135 

Tnis wheith.oy lav, thy furrows will increafo 
\\\th anvious thoughts otHo.mtv happinnb ; 

'i hat he is dead who could thy wrongs redrefs. 
lint I, oppt *fs\l with iron lit ep before, 

Shall hear thy unavailing cries no more. 140 

He laid — 

Then, holding forth his arms, he t^ok his boy. 

Pile pledge of love, and other hope of 1'roy. 

The fearful infant turn’d his head away, 

And on his nuril’s neck reel ’fling lay, 145 

His unknown father flumning with a if right. 

And ioiK. rg back on ib uncouth a fight; 

O ^ 1 
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Daunted to fee a face with Heel o'erfpvead. 

And his high plume that nodded o’er his head. 

His fire and mother fmil’d with filent joy ; 

And Hedor haflen’d to relieve his boy ; 

PilVnifs’d his hurnilh’d helm, and flume afar, 

The pride of warriors, and the pomp of wai : 

Tlr illwftrious babe, thus reconcil’d, he took. : 
Hugg’d in his arms, and kifs’d, and thus he fpoke : 


* 5 * 
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Parent of Gods and men, propitious Jove, 

And vou bright lynod ot the Powers above ; 

On this my Ion your gracious gifts bellow, 

Grant him to live, and great in arms to gtow. 

To reign in Troy, to govern with renown, 

To Ihield the people, and affert the crown ; 

That, when hereafter he from war fliall come. 

And bring his Trojans peace and triumph home. 
Some aged man who lives this a£l to lee. 

Ami who in former times remember’d me, 

May liiy, the fon in fortitude and tame 
Outgoes the mark, and drowns his father s name ; 
That at ihefe words his mother may lejoice. 

And add her fuffrage to the public voice. ■ ' 

Thus hiving laid, . ” 

He firlt with fuppliant hands the Go# ad° l d : 

Then to the mother’s arms the child ren d i 
With tears and fmiles the took her Ion, and pie s 
Th’ iituftrious infant to her fragrant brealt. 

He, wiping her fair eyes, indulg d her gue , 

And eas’d" her forrows with this lalt relief. 

My wife and milhvfc, drive thy iears away, 

Nor give io bad an omen to the day ; 

Think not it lies in any Greciaj*?* flower* 

To take my life before the talgMPVCcv • 

When that arrives, nor good mt bad can 
TIP irrevocable doom of deftiny.* 

Return, and, to divert thy thoughts at home, 

There talk jthy maids, and exercifethy loom, 
Employ’* in works that womankind become. 
j$The toils of war and feats of chivalry 
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At this, for new replies he did not ftay, 

But lac’d his crefted helm, and ftrode away. 
His lovely confort to her houfe return’d, 

And looking often back in filence mourn’d i 
Home when /he came, her fecret woe /he vents. 
And fills the palace with her loud laments ; 
Thefe loud laments her echoing maids reftore, 
And Heitor, yet alive, as dead deplore. 



TALES & FABLES, 


TO HIS GRACE 

THE DUKE OF ORMOND. 

MY LORD, 

S OME eftates arc held in England by paying a fine 
at the change of every lord : I hate enjoyed the 
patronage of your family, from the time of your ex- 
cellent grandfather to this ore lent day. I have dedi- 
cated the tranllation of the lives of Plutarch *o the firlf 
Duke ; and have celebrated the memory of your he- 
roic father. Though I am very Ihort of the age of 
Neftor, yet I have lived to a third generation of your 
honfe ; and, by your Grace’s favour, am admitted litll 
to hold from you by the fame tenure. 

I am not vain enough to boall that I have deferred 
the value of io illuilrious a line; but my fort uitt h 
the greater, that for three defeents, they 'havewccvi 
pleated to diltinguilh my poems ftMffwole of otfev 
men; and have accordingly madi me -their pedtatiat 
care. May it be permitted me to 'fey, that as ybur 
grandfather and father were cherifned and adorned with 
honours by two fucccftive monarchs, lo 1 have been el- 
teemed and patroni'/ed by the grandfather, the lather, 
and the Ion, defeended from one of the mod ancient, 
moll confpicuous, and molt deferring families in Eu- 
rope. 

It is true, tint by delaying the payment of my halt 
fine, wlun it was due by your Grace’s acceffion to the 
title* and patrimonies of your houfe, I may feem, in 
rigour of law, to have made a forfeiture of my claim ; 
yet my h art has always been devoted to your lervice : 
am) fu* je you have been grackmfly piealed, by your 
,ft#jfnHiion of this addrefs, to accept the tender of my 
mty, it is not yet too late to lay theft -volumes at 
fjeur feet. 
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The world is fenfible that you worthily fucceed, not 
only to the honours of your ancellors, but alfo to their 
virtues. The long chain of magnanimity, courage, 
eafinefs of accefs, and defire of doing good even to the 
prejudice of your fortune, is lb far irom being broken 
in your Grace, that the precious metal yet runs pure 
to the newclt link of it : which I will not call thclaft, 
becaule I hope and pray it may defc end to late pofte- 
rity : and your flourifhing youth, and that of your ex. 
celJent Duchefs, are happy omens of my wifti. 

It obferved by Livy, and by others, that fome of 
the nobleft Roman families retained a relemblance of 
their anceftry, not only in their fhapes and features, 
but alfo in their manners, their qualities, and the dif- 
tingu idling characters of their minds : fome lines were 
noted for a Hern rigid virtue, favage, liaughty, parli- 
monious, and unpopular: others were more fweet and 
affable, made of a more pliant pafte, humble, courteous, 
and obliging $ itudious of doing charitable offices, 
and diffufive of the goods which they enjoyed. The 
la.it of thele is the proper ami indelible character of 
your Grace’s family. God Almighty has endued you 
with a loftnels, a beneficence, an attractive behaviour 
on the hearts of others j and fo lenfible of their mifery, 
that the wounds of fortune i'eem not infli&ed on them, 
but on yourfelf. You are fo ready to redreis, that 
you almoft prevent their wiffies, and always exceed 
their expeflations : as if what was yours was not your 
own, and not given you to poffris, but to beftow on 
wanting merit. But this is a topic which I muff caft 
in fhades, left I offend your modefty, which is ib far 
from being oftentatious of the good you do, that it 
blufhes even to have it known : and therefore I muft 
leave you to the fatisfa&ion and teftimony of your own 
conicience, which, though it be a lilent panegyric, is 
yet the belt. * 

You are fo eafy of accefs, that Poplicola was not 
more, whofe doors were opened on the outfide to fave 
die people even the common civility of afking entrance > 
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where all were equally admitted j where nothing that 
was rcaionabie was denied $ where misfortune was a 
powerful recommendation, and where (f can fcarce for- 
bear laying) that want irfclf was a powerful mediator, 
and was next to merit. 

i he hifiory oi Peru a fibres us that their Incas, above 
all their titles, dteemed that i !ie liigheit which called 
them km rs of the poor; a name more glorious titan 
the h elix, Pious, anil Auguftus, of the Roman 
roi 5 j which were epithets of deferved by; few 

of them; and not running in the blood, like the ^er- 
pi.tu :1 gentlcnefs and inherent go oil ne fs of the Ormond 
family. 

Gdd, as it is the purdt, fo it is the Ibftcft and moll: 
duetbe of all nu-tals : iton, which i;* the hardeft, ga- 
th.as ruft, cor. odes itf If, and is t herefore fuhjc6\ to 
con ri/.lon it was never imeiukd for coins and medals $ 
or to .v faces and the infcripcions of the great.* “jK* 
deed, i*. is tit t.:r ai meur, to bear off intuits, a»<yffljr* 
ferve the wuirei in the clay of battle ; but the dari#j[^ 
once ic tilled, it is laid alide by the brave, as a 
mem too rough for civil convcriaiion : a necdfljfy 
guard n war, but too hailh and cumbcrlbine in ptuftr, 
and which keeps oh* the embraces of a rtri&rc hunajhe 

For this ivafon, my Lord, though you have courage 
in a hcroical degree, yet I alcribe it to you, but as 
your Lcond aUrb’ule : mercy, beneficence*, and com- 
panion, claim precedence, as they are fir It in tile di- 
vin.- nature. Aft intrepid courage, which is inherent 
in your Grace, is at bed: but a hoi id iy kind of virtue, 
to be leldoin excrciled, and never but in calcs of ne- 
cellity j affability, mildnefr, tendernei*, and a word, 
which I would fain bring back to its original iignifi- 
cation of virtue, I mean good-nature, are of daily ule : 
they are the bread of mankind, .:nd It: iff of life : neither 
figlis, nor tears, nor groans, nor curies ofrhevanquifhul, 
follow a6ls of compafiion, and of charity: but a fin 
•Cfere plealure and ferenity of mind, in him who per* 
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forms' an a£Uon of mercy, which cannot fuller the 
misfortunes of another without redrefs, left they (lion Id 
bring a kind o i contagion along with them, and pollute, 
the happinds which he enjoys. 

Yet, fincc the perverie tempers of mankind, fince 
oppiefficn on one fide, and ambition on the oilier, aie 
iometiincs the unavoidable occaiion .of war, that cou- 
rage, that magnanimity, and refbJution, which is bom 
wii.li you, cannot be too much comniciulid : and K;c 
it grieves me that I am lcantcd in the picafuro of dwel- 
ling on many ot* my aflions : but Tfwxt ail is an 
Cxprcfiion which TuIIy often u(ed, when he would do 
what he daces not, and fears the ceuluro of the Ro- 
mans. 

I have fbmetimes been forced to amplify on others ; 
but here, where tin: iubjeol is to fruitful that 1 he liar- 
veil overcomes tlxe 1 caper, I am Hun tenet! by my chain, 
and can oniy fee what is forbidden me to reach : Jir.cc 
it is not pex mi tted me to commend you according to 
the extent of my willies, and much lei's is it in my 
,powcr to make my commendations equal to your me- 
rits. Yet, ill Lhis frugality of your prailes, there arc 
feme tilings which I cannot omit without detr.dding 
from your chamber. You have to formed your own 
1 ducat ion as enable* you to pay the debt you ewe your 
country ; or, nr re propel ly fpeal.ing, bo*h your 
countries j became you wire born, I may aimojft fiy 
in purple, at the caiile of i>ubltn, when vour r.raiuhu- 
iher was lord- lieutenant, and have iince been bred in 
the court of Rug land. 

If this nddrifs had hern in verfe, I might have called 
you, as Claud San calf; Mercury. u Nimicn loniumne, 
gemino facieiis coininoicia miiii lo.” The b. iter to 
iatisfy this douhlitohligation, you hare early cultivated 
the genius you have to arms, that when the lerv ice of 
Britain or Ireland fliall require your com age and^onr 
conduct:, you may exert them both to the benefit of ci ■ 
tlier country. You began in the cabinet what you 
afierward'sprattiicd in the camp; and thus bath i.u. # 
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cullus and Caefar (to omit a crowd of (timing Romans) 
formed themfelves to war by the ftudy of hiftory, and 
by the examples of the greateft captains, both of Greece 
and Italy, before their time. I name thofe two com- 
manders in particular, becaufe they were better read 
in chronicle than any of the Roman leaders } and that 
Lucullus in particular, having only the theory of war 
from books, was thought fit, without pradice, to be 
lent into the field againft the mod formidable enemy 
of Rome. Tully, indeed, was called the learned con- 
lul in derifion ; but then he was not born a ibldier s 
his head was turned another way : when he read the 
Tallies, he vvas thinking on the bar, which was his 
field of battle. The knowledge of warfare is thrown 
away on a general who dares not make ufe of what he 
knows. I commend it only in a man of courage and 
refolution j in him it will d red his martial ipirit, and 
teach him the way to the heft vidories, which are 
thole that are lead bloody, and which, though achieved 
by the hand, are managed by the head. Science diftin- 
guifnes a man of honour from one of thofe athletic 
brutes whom, undefervedly, we call heroes. Qurfed 
be the poet who firft honoured with that name~£ mere 
Ajax, a man-killing idiot. The Ulyfles of (firii up- 
braids his ignorance, that he underltood not fne fhield 
for which he pleaded : there were engraven on it plans 
of cities, and maps of countries, which Ajax could not 
comprehend, but looked on them as llupidly as Iiis 
fellow- bead the lion. But, on the other lide» your 
Grace has given yourfelf the education of his rival i 
you have ftudied every fpot of ground in Flanders, 
which, for thefe ten years pad, has been the feene of 
battles and of lieges. No wonder if you performed 
your part with fuch applau'fe on a theatre which you 
underftood fo well. 

If l defigned this for a poetical encomium, it were 
ealy fb enlarge on lb copious a fubjed ; but, confining 
my to If to the feverity of truth, and to what is becoming 
me to fay, I mult not only pafs over many infiances ot 
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your military (kill, but alio thole of your afliduous 
diligence in the war : and of your perfonal bravery, 
attended with an ardent third of honour; a long train 
of generofity ; prufuicueis of doing good ; a lbul un- 
lhtisfied with all it lias done ; and an unextinguilhed 
delire of doing more. But all this is matter for your 
ownhiftoiian ; lam, as Virgil lays, “ Spatiis exclu- 
fis iniquis.” 

Yet, not to be wholly filent of all your charities, I 
muft day a little on* one aftion, which preferred the re- 
lief of others to the confederation ofyourfelf. When, 
in the battle cf Landen, your heat of courage (a fault 
only pardonable to your youth) had tranfported you 
lb lar before your friends, that they were unable to 
follow, much lets to fuccour you : when you were not 
onlv darigmmliv, but in all appearance mortally 
wounded, when in that defperate condition you weie 
made priibner, and carried to Namur, at that time in 
poflellion of the Fnnchj then it was, my lord, that 
you took a confidenihle part of what was remitted to 
you of your own revenues, and, as a memorable in- 
ftance of your heroic charity, put it into the hands of 
Count Guii’card, who was Governor of the place, to 
be didri billed among your fellow prifoners. Tlu 
French commander, cliarmed with the greatnefs of 
your lbul, accordingly configned it to the ule for which 
it was intended by the donor: by which means the 
lives of ib many miJcrnble men were laved, and a com- 
fortable proviliou made for their liiblillence, who had 
otherwile perifiu-il, had not you been the companion of 
their misfortune ; or rather lent by Providence, like 
another Joleph, to keep out famine from invading 
thole whom in humility ymi called your brethren. — 
llow happy was it for thole poor creatures, that your 
Grace was made their fellow iufferer 1 and how glori- 
ous for you, that you chofe to want, rather tl!hn not 
relieve the wants of others! The heathen poet, in 
commending the charity of Dido to the Trojans, fpoke 
i,'ke a chriltian ; “ Non ignara mnli, miicrU luccunei®, 
Vol. III. “ E 
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diico.” All men, even Lhofe of a different intereft 
and contrary principles, mult praife this adion^as the 
mod eminent for piety, not only in this degenerate age, 
but ahnolt in any of the former ; when men were made 
“ de meliore luto when examples of charity were 
frequent, and when they were in being, “ Teucri pul- 
cherrima proles maguaninii heroes nati melioribus an- 
nis.” No envy can dttrud from this: it will fliine in 
hiftory ; and, like fwans, grow whiter vhe longer it en- 
dures : and the n a me of Or ,mon d will be more cele- 
brated in his captivity, than in his greatift triumphs. 

.But all ad ions of your Gi ace air of a piece $ as 
water > keep the tenor ot tin ir fountains : your com* 
pafiion is general, and has the fame etfeft as well on 
enemies as friemh. It is il> much in )our nature to 
do good, that your lift: is but one continued ad of 
placing benefits on m;i"y, as the J’.ni is always carry- 
ing his light to tome pair or other of t he world : and 
were it not tint your renfon guides you vgfre tn giV^ 
T might ahnofl Jay that yon could not h «p heiiowi 
more than is confluent witli the fortune gl' a privqf 
mm, or with the will of any but an Alexander. ^ / 

What wonder is it then, that, being borlftbr a bl <^4 
fmg to mankind, your liippofed death in engage^ 
nn*:it was fo generally lamented thrcugh^Kift natioflfl 
The concernment for it was as nnivcrial as the lots s 
and though the gratitude might be cc-uitterreit in fume, 
f he tear* ol all via - re real : where every man deplored 
his private part in thu cal imiiv $ and iven t'.ote who 
h id not t ailed of your favours, yet built ib much ou 
the famcofyopr beneficence, that til ey bemoaned flic 
iofs of their expectations 

This brought the untimely death of your great fa- 
ther into frcfli remembrance, as it t he fame decree had 
prilled on two fhorf fuccefuve generations otthc virtu - 
( us j and I repented lo mykif the fane v cries which f 
had formerly applied to him : ft Oiiviidiint tciris hunc 
Unf&n lata, nec ultra. tfTe linunt.” But 10 the joy 
of all good men, but of mankind in general 
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the unhappy omen took not place, you are (till living 
to enjcty the bleflings and applaufe ot all the good you 
have performed, the prayers of multitudes whom you 
have obliged, for your long prol'perify } and that your 
power of doing generous and charitable aft ions may 
be as extended as your will j which is by none more 
zeaioufly defired than by 

Your Grace’s 

Moft humble, 

Moll obliged, and 

Moll obedient Servant, 
JOHN DRYDEN, 



PREFACE 

PREFIXED TO THE FABLES. 

I T is with a poet as with a man who defigns to 
build, and is very exaft, as he fuppofes, in catting 
up the cott beforehand j but, generally lpeaking, he is 
mittaken in his account, and reckons ihort in the 'ex* 
pence he at firtt intended : he alters his mind as the 
work proceeds, and will have this or that convenience 
more, of which he had not thought when he began. — 
So has it happened to me : I have built a houle, where 
I intended but a lodp;e ; yet with better fuccefs than a 
ceitain nobleman, who, beginning with a dog- kennel, 
never lived to finifli the palace he had contrived. 

From tranilating the firtt of Homer’s Iliads (which 
I intended as an elfay to t lie whole work) I proceeded 
to the tranflation of the twelfth book of Ovid’s Meta- 
morphofes,* becaufe it contains, among other things, 
the caufes, the beginning, and ending of the Trojan 
war : here I ought in realon to have ttopped $ but thf, 
fpeeches of Ajax and Ulyffes lying next in my way, 
could not balk them. When I had coin pa fled them, t 
was lo taken with the former part of the fifteenth boold j^ 
(which is the matter-piece of the whole Mctamorpho- * 
les) that I enjoined myfelf the pleafing talk of render- 
ing it into Englifti. And now I round, by the number 
of my verfes, that they began to fwell into a little vo- 
lume : which gave me an occafion of looking backward 
on lome beauties of my author, in his former books : 
there occurred to me the Hunting of the Boar, Cinyras 
and Myrrha, the good natured ttory of Baucis and 
Philemon, with the reft, which I hope I have tranflated 
clolely enough, and given them the lame turn of verfe 
whicn they had in the original $ and this, I may lay 
without vanity, is not the talent of every poet : he who 
has arrived the neareft to it, is the ingenious and 
learned Sandys, the bell veriifier of the former age j if 
lemay proj>eriy call it by that name which was th« 
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former part of this concluding century. For Spcn- 
fer and Fairfax both flourifhed in the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth ; great matters in our language j and who 
faw much farther into the beauties of our numbers* 
than thole who immediately followed them. Milton was 
the poetical fon of Spcnfer, and Mr. Waller of Fair- 
fax j for we have our lineal dclcents and clans, as well 
as other families : Spoiler more than once infimiatco, 
that the foul of Chaucer was transfufed into his body $ 
*and that he was begotten by him two hundred years 
after his deceafc. Milton has acknowledged to me, 
that Spcxiler was bis original ; and many befides my- 
felfhave heard our famous Waller own, that he de- 
rived the harmony of his numbers from the Godfrey of 
Bulloign, which was turned into FnglifU by Mr. 
Fairfax. But to return : having done with Ovid for 
this time, it. came into my head that our old Englilh 
poet Chaucer in many things relembled him, and that 
with no difad vantage on the fide of the modern author, 
I fliall endeavour to prove when I compare them : and 
as I am, and always have been, ftudicus to promote 
the honour of my native country, lb I foon relblved to 
put their merits to the trial, by turning fome of the 
Canterbury tales into our own language, as it is now 
refined j for by this means both the poets being let in 
the fame light, and drefled in the fame Englilh habit, 
ftory to be compared with ftory, a certain judgment 
may be made betwixt them, by the reader, without 
obtruding my opinion on him : or if I them partial to 
my countryman, and prcdecefior in the laurel, the 
friends cf antiquity arc not few : and befides many of 
the learned, Ovid lias almoft all the beaux, and the 
whole fair lex, Isis declared patrons. Perhaps I have 
alTumed tbniewhat more to myieif than they allow 
me j 'bccaufe l have adventured ro Him up the evi- 
dence : hut the readers arc the jury j and their privi- 
lege remains entire to decide according to the merits of 
the caulc, or if they pleale, to bring it to another' 
hearing, before lb me oth-.r court* In the mean tirrfe, 
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to follow the thread of my difcourfe (as thoughts, ac- 
cording to Mr. Hobbes have always feme connexion) 
I’o from Chaucer I was led to think on Boccacc, \yho 
was not only his contemporary, but alfo puriued the 
fame ftudies ; wrote novels in profe, and many works 
inve rfe j particularly is faid to have invented the oftave 
rhyme, or ftanza of eight lines, which ever fince has 
been maintained by all the Italian writers, who are, 
or at leatt affume the title of. Heroic Poets : he and 
Chaucer, among other things, had this in common 
that they refined their mother tongues ; but with this 
difference, that Dante had begun to file their language, 
at leaft in verfe, before the time of Boccace, who 
likewile received no little help from his matter Pe- 
trarch. But the reformation of their profe was wholly 
owing to Boccace himlelf, who is yet the ftandard of 
purity in the Italian tongue j though many of his 
phrafes are become oblolete, as in procel's of time it 
muft needs happen. Chaucer (as you have formerly 
been told by our learned Mr. Rymer) firft adorned and 
amplified our barren tongue from the Provencall, 
which was then the moil polifiied of all the modem 
languages y but this fubje£l has been copioufiy^pfcated 
by that great critic, who delerves no little commenda- 
tion from us his countrymen. For thefe reafons of 
time, and refemblance of genius in Chaucer a&4 Boc- 
cace, 1 re/blved to join them in my prefent work ; to 
which 1 have added ibme original papers of my, Own ; 
which, whether they are equal or inferior to my other 
poems, an author isthe'moft improper judge j and there- 
fore I leave them wholly to the mercy of the reader. I will 
hope the beft,that they will not be eondemned 5 but if they 
ihould, I have the excule.of an old gentleman, who, 
mounting on hoHeback before feme ladies, when I was 
prelcnt, got up fomewhat heavily, but defired of’the 
fair deflators, that they would count fourfcorce and 
eight before they judged him. By the mercy of God. 
I am already come within twenty years of his mmihei . 
^Cripple in uiy limbs ; but what decays are in my 
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mind, the reader muft determine. I think mvfelf as 
vigorous as ever in the faculties of my foul, excepting 
only my memorv, which is not impaired to any great 
degree ; and it I lole noi more of it* I have no great 
reafon to complain. What judgment I had. increales 
rather than dimmithes $ and r! oughts, fuch as they 
are, come crowding in ib faft noon me, that my only 
difficulty is to choole or to reject j to run them into 
verie, or to give them the other harmony of prole. — 

I have fo long ftudied and pra&iled both, that they are 
grown into a habit, and become familiar to me In 
fhort, though I may lawfully plead l’ome part of the 
c|d gentleman’s excule, yet I will refer ve it till T think 
I have greater need, and afk no grains of allowance for 
the faults of this my prelent work, but thofe which are 
given of courfe to human frailty. I will not trouble 
my reader with ihe (hortnef* of time in which I writ 
it, or the leveral intervals of fickncls j they who think 
too well of their own performances, are apt to boaft in 
their prefaces how little time their works have coft 
them ; and what other bufinefs of more importance in- 
terfered j but the reader will be as apt to afk the qiiel- 
tion, why they allowed not a longer time to make their 
works mom perfe£l, and why they had fo defpicable an 
opinion of their judges, as to thrull their undigellcd 
fluff upon them, as if they deferved no better ? 

With this account of my pielent undertaking, I 
conclude the firlfc part of this difeourfe: in the fecond 
part, as at a fecond fitting, though I alter not the 
draught, I mull touch the lame features over again, 
and change the dead colouring of the whole. In ge- 
neral I will only fay, that I have written nothing 
which favours of immorality or profanenefs, at leaft, 
I am not conlcious to mylelf of any fuch intention. 
If there happen to be found an irrelevant, expreffion, or t 
ft thought too wanton, they are crept into lfcy verfes 
through my inadvertency * if the fearchers find any in 
the cargo, let them be Raved or forfeited, like contra- 
band go'ods j at lead, let their authors be anfwtrtble 
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for l hem, as being imported mej chandife, and not my 
own manufafttirc. On the other fide, I have endea- 
voured to chooic Rich fables, both ancient and modern, 
as contain in each of them Ionic intlru&ivc moral, 
which I could prove by induction, but the way is 
talious i and they leap i'oremoit into light, without the 
reader’s trouble of locking after tluir.. I wilh 1 could 
alfiiT.i v/uh a fafe conilier.ee, that I had taken the lame 
care malfrny former writings 5 for it mull he owned, 
that fuppoiing verfes are never fo beautiful or pleating, 
yet if they contain any thing which (hocks religion, or 
good manners, they arc .it belt, wiial Horace Jays of 
pood numbers, without good (rule, “ Verdis mopes re- 
rum, nugreq^ cancix.” Thus far, 1 hope, I am right 
ixi court, without renouncing irq c>s her i iglit of (elf-de- 
fence, whnv 1 have been wrongfully accuied, and my 
f.nie witc -drawn into blai’phemy or bawdry, as it has 
often been by a religious lawyer, in a late pleading 
agair.il the Rage 5 in which lie mixes truth with falli:- 
houd, and has not forgotten the old rule of calumniating 
llrongly, that fbmetiung may lemain. irf ,1 

T relume Lite thread of my difcourle witlijtje fil'd of 
my tianilations, which was the full Iliad ^.Horner. 1 
If it (hull plcai’e God to give nic longer lifc,$hd mode- 
rate health, my intentions are u> trantiate the whole 
Ilia's • provided dill that I meet with thole encourage- 
ments from the public, which may enable me lo pro- 
tied in' my undertaking wii.'i Hunt chevrfiilneis. And 
this l dare a (fore the world Ivibi eh and, that I June 
found, by trial, l-ionu- a mote pleating talk than 
Virgil (though I fay not the trani'lation will be lcla 
laborious): (or the Grecian is more according to my 
genius than the Larin peer. In the works of the two 
authors we may j cad then manner.., and natural inelina- 
f t tons, h are wholly ui(i.u cut. V is gil was of a quiet, 

iedale temper; lban.tr wn* violatt, impetuous, and 
(nil of fire. The chief talent of Virgil was propri- 
ety of thoughts, and orn: r.; -nt of words: Homei was 
r.q^id ^SMiIs tncughts, and took all the libel ties both 
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of numbers and of exprefiions, which his language, 
and the age in which he lived, allowed him : Homer’s 
invention was more copious, Virgil’s more confined : 
fo that if Homer had not led the way, it was not 
in. Virgil to have begun heroic poetry : for nothing 
can be more evident, than that the Roman poem is 
but the fecond part of Ilias ; a continuation of the lame 
ftory : and the perfons already formed : the manners 
of ^Eneas are thole of He£tor foperaddul to thole 
which Homer gave him. The adventures of Ulyffes 
in the Odyfleis are imitated in the fiilt fix books of 
Virgil’s <A£nci$ : and though the accidents arc not the 
fame (which would have argued him of a fervile copy- 
ing, and total barrenneis of invention) yet the leas 
were the fame, in which both the heroes wandered, 
and Dido cannot be denied to be the poetical daugh- 
ter of Calyplo. The fix latter books of Virgil’s 
poem, are the four and twenty Iliads contra&cd : a 
quarrel occcufioned by a lady, a fingle combat, battles 
fought, ami a town befieged. I fay not this in dero- 
gation to Virgil, neither do I contracts any thing 
which I have formerly laid in his jult praile : for his 
Epilbdes are a lmoft wholly of his own invention; and 
the form which he has given to the telling, makes the 
tale his own, even though the original iiory had been 
the fame. But this proves, however, that Homer 
taught Virgil to defign : and if invention be the firft 
virtue of an epi£ poet, then the Latin poem can only 
be allowed the fecond place. JVlr. Hobbes, in the pre- 
face to his own bald tranllation of the Ilias, (Studying 
poetry, as he did mathematics, when it was too- late) 
Mr. Hobbes, I fay, begins the praife of Homer where 
he fhouid have ended it. He tells us, that the firlt 
beauty of an epic poem confilts in di&ion, that is, in 
the choice of words, and harmony of numbers : now, 
the words are the colouring of the work, whicl^in the 
order of nature is lall to be coulidered. The defign, 
the difpofition, the manners, and the thoughts, are all 
before it : where any of thole arc wanting, or imperfevj. 
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fo much wants or is imperfect in the imitation of hu* 
man life } which is in the very definition of a poem. 
Words indeed, like glaring colours, are the firft beau- 
ties that arife, and ftrike the fight : but if the draught 
be fa lie or lame, the figures iil difpofed, the manners 
obfeure or inconfiftent, or the thoughts unnatural, 
then the fiiicfl: colours arc but daubing, and the piece is 
a beautiful mo nflcr at the belt. Neither Virgil nor 
Homer were deficient in any of the former beauties ; 
but in this hilly which is exprefiion, the Roman poet is 
at 1, all equal to the Grecian, as I have faid el fe where ; 
fupplying the poverty of his language by his niuiieai 
tar, and by his diligence, But to return : our two 
great poets, being ib diiferent in their tempers, one 
choleric and fang-nine, the other phlegmatic and me- 
lancholic j that which makes them excel in then feve- 
lal ways, is, that tach has followed his own natural 
inclination, as well hi forming the de%n, as in the 
execution of if. The very heroes Ihew their authors; 
Achilles is hot, impatient, revengeful 9 44 Impiger, 
iracundi.s, huxorcbUr:, acef, 1 ’ &c. Aineas patient*, 
confi i era re, cure ful of his people, and merciful to his*, 
enemies : ever fuhmiPi vc to the will of heuvfen, w quA ; 
fata truhunt, rctrahunqur, fcquamur.” I could pleag?^ 
myieif with enlarging on this fiihje;t, hut I forced 
to d- for it to a fitter time. From all I have faid, I. 
will only draw this inference, that the uttiofi of Homer 
being, more full of vigour than that of Virgil, accord- 
ing fo the temper of the writer, is of con lequcncc more 
pfe: ling to the reader. One warms you by degrees ; 
the oilier lets you on fire all at once, and never inter- 
mits his heat. It is t lie fame difference which Lon- 
ginus makes betwixt the vifefcls of eloquence in IX- 
moltkenes and Tully. One pcriiiadcs ; the other com- 
mands. Yon never cool while you read Iiomer, even 
not iiitthe llcoud book (a graceful flattery to his coim- 
lrytu:n) ; but he ha fir ns from the (hips, and concludes 
not fh;t booktill he has made you an amends by the vio- 
of a new machine. From thence he hurries 
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on his aftion with variety of events, and ends it in lei's 
compafs than 'two months. This vehemence of hi/, I 
totdefs, is more fuuahlctomy temper *, and therefor? 
I have lranilaied his firlt book witn greater pit aline 
than any part of" Virgil : but it was not a pkaliue 
without pains: the continual agitations of the fpirits 
mult needs be a wen kening of any conltitution, cfprcially 
in age j and many panic-, aie re<juiud lor ivbefhment 
betwixt the hears ; the Iliad of itlelf being a third part 
longer than all Virgil’s works together. 

This is what I thought- needful in this place to lay 
of Homer. I proceed to Ovid and Chaucer, confidcr- 
ing the former only in relation to the inner. Whh 
Ovid ended the golden age of the Roman tongue $ from 
Chancei the purity of the Englifh tongue began, i h c: 
manners of the poets were not unlike : both of them 
were well-lu ed, well-natured, amoior.s, and libel tine, 
at h alt in their wri rings, it may be alio in their lives. 
Their Hut lies were til*, lame, phibiophy and phiioiogy. 
Both of thorn were known in agronomy, or which 
Ovid’o books of the Roman ft aits, p.r.d Chaucer’s tiva- 
tife of the Allrolabe, are fu lb. dent witmlltrs. But 
Cluticcr was l ike wile an ailrologcr, as were Vh'gil, 
Horace, Pciiius, and Munilius. Both writ with won- 
derful facility and clearnefs : neither were g. eat in- 
ventors : for Ovid only copied the Grecian i aides j 
and moil of Chaucer’s (lories were taken from his Ita- 
lian contemporaries, or their predeedfors. ILccacds 
a). ■cameron was firll pubiiihed j and from thence our 
E lglilhm.m has bon owed many of his Canterbury 
tales; yet that of PaLunon and Arcite was written in 
.di probability by form’ Italian wit, in a former age, 
as I fliall prove hereafter : the Laltoi Grizild was the 
invention of Petrarch, by him lent to Boccace, lrom 
whom it came to Chaucer : Troilus and Creflida was 
- i lb written by a Lombard author ; but much^iimpli- 
ded by our Euglifli traullator, as well as beautified ; 
the genius of our countrymen in general being rather to 
trap rove ansjpveniion tlijia to invent thcmlelves 5 as *4$ 
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evident not only in our poetry, but in many of our ma- 
nufa&ures. I find I have anticipated already, and 
taken up from Boccace before I come to him ; but 
there is lb much lefs behind ; and I am of the temper 
of moft kings, who love to be in debt ; are all for pre- 
fent money, no matter how they pay it afterwards \ 
befides, the nature of a preface is rambling; never 
wholly oat of the way, nor in it. This [ have learned 
from the practice of honeft Muntaign, and return at my 
pleafure to Ovid and Chaucer, of whom I have little 
more to fay. Both of them built on the inventions of 
other men ; yet fince Chaucer had fomething of his 
own, as the Wife of Bath's Tale, the Cock and the 
Fox, which I have tranllated, and fome others, I may 
jullly give our countryman the precedence in that part, 
fince I can remember nothing of Ovid which was 
wholly his. Both of them underllood the manners, 
under which name I comprehend the paifions, and, &L 
a larger lenfe, the del’criptions of pci funs, and th^ 
very habits ; for an example, I fee Baucis and Phife. 
mon as perfe6Hy before me, as if fome ancient pairitS| 
liad drawn them ; and all the pilgrims in $he Canigjr* 
bury tales, their humours, their features, apd thetf^y 
drefs, as dillin&Iy as if I had flipped with them at thflr 
Tabard in Southwark ; yet even there too the figures 
in Chaucer are much more lively, and let in a better 
light j which though I have not time to prove, yet I 
appeal to the reader, and am lure he will clear me 
from partiality. The thoughts and words remain to 
be am tide red m the companion of the two poets ; and 
I have laved myfelf one part of that labour, by owning 
that Ovid lived when the .Roman tongue was in its 
meridian; Chaucer/ in the dawning of our language : 
therefore that part of the comparifon (lands not on an 
equal foot, no more than the di&ion of Ennius and 
Ovid, or of Chaucer and our prelent Engli(h. The 
words are given up as a poll not to be defended in our 
poet, becaule he wanted the modern art of fortifying. 
Th o ughts remain to be confidered : and they are 
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tobemeafured only by their propriety ; that Is, as they 
flow more or lei's naturally from the peribns defcribed, 
on fuch and Such occafions. The vulgar judges, 
which are nine parts in ten of all nations, who call 
conceits and jingles wit, who fee Ovid full of them, 
and Chaucer altogether without them, will think me 
little let's than mad, for preferring the Englishman to 
the Roman : yet, witli their leave, I mutt prefume to 
fay, that the tilings they admire are not only glitter- 
ing trifles, and lb far from being witty, that in a feri- 
ous poem, they are naufeous, bee aute they are unna- 
tural. Would any man, who is ready to die for love, 
(klcribe his palTion like NarciSTus ? Would he think 
of “ inopem me copia fecit," and a dozen more of 
fuch expreflions, poure d on the neck of one another, 
and Signifying all the fame thing? If this were wit, 
was this a time to he witty, when the poor wretch was 
in the agony of death ! This is juft John Littlewit in 
Bartholomew fair, who had a conceit (as he tells you) 
l-ft him in his m’dcry 5 a miferahle conceit. On theft 1 oc- 
cafiori* the poet Should endeavour to raife pity: but in It cad 
of this Ovid is tickling you with a laugh. Virgil never 
made ufe of liich machines when he was moving you to 
entmni (Irate the death of Dido : he would not deftroy 
what he was building. Chaucer makes Arcite violent in 
his love, and unjuft in the purluit of it: yet when ha 
came to die, he made him think, more reafonably : he 
repents not of his love, for that had altered his charac- 
ter : but acknowledges the injustice of his proceedings, 
and reSiJpis Emilia to Palamon. Wliat would Ovid 
have done on this occalion ? He would certainly have 
made Arcite witty on his death bed. He had com- 
plained he was farther off from polfdlion from being 
ib near, and a t hold and fuch boy dins, which Chaucer 
lejefted as below the dignity of the fubjeft. They 
who think otherwise, would by the fame reafon*prefer 
Lucan and Ovid to llomer and Virgil, anil Martial to 
all four of them. As for the turn of words, in which 
Oirid particularly excels all poets, they are Sometime^ 
Vo L. III. 
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fault, and fometimes a beauty, as they are v fed pro- 
perly or improperly ; but in (hong paflions always to 
be (liunned, becaule padions arc ferious, and will ad- 
mit no playing. The French have a high value for 
them, and I confefs they are often what they call deli- 
cate, when they are introduced with judgment ; but 
Chaucer writ with more (implicity, and followed na- 
ture more clolely, than to ule them. I have thus far, 
to the heft of my knowledge, been an upright judge 
between the parties in competition, not meddling with 
the deiign nor the difpofition of it j becaufe the defign 
was not their own $ and in the difpoling of it they were 
equal. It remains that I fay lbmewhat of Chaucer iu 
particular. 

In the (irft place, as he is the father of Englifh po- 
etry, lb I hohl him in the fame degree of veneration as 
the Grecians held Homer, or the Romans Virgil : he 
is a perpetual fountain of good fenfe $ learned in all 
lcicnces ; and therefore (peaks properly on all liibjc&s : 
as he knew what to fay, ib he knows alio when to 
leave o:f j a continence which is pra&iied by few \vii r 
ttrs, and fcarcely by any of the ancients, excepting 
Virgii and Horace. One of our late great poets isjjpnk 
in his reputation, becaule he could never forgiv^my 
conceit which came in his way, but fwept, like a drag* 
net, great and (mail. There was plenty enough* but 
the d idles were iil iorted : whole pyramids of fweet- 
meals for boys and women, but little of folidmeat, for 
men : all this proceeded not from any want of know- 
ledge, but of judgment ; neither did lie want that in 
difccniiug tiie beauties and faults of other poets 5 but 
only indulged hiinlelf in the luxury of writing } and 
perhaps knew it was a fault, but hoped the reader 
would not find it. For this rcaibn, though he muft 
always be thought a great poet, he is no longer efteemed 
a godd writer ; and for ten imprefiions, which his 
works have had in lo many fucceflive years, yet at pre- 
fen t a l\un died books are fcarcely purchafed in a twelve- 
woyfa for, as my hit Lord Kocheitcr laid, though 
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fomewh at profanely, Not being of God it could not 

(land. 

Chaucer followed nature every where ; but was never 
fo bold as to go beyond her ; and there is a great dif- 
ference of being Poeta and nimis Poeta, if we believe 
Catullus, as much as betwixt a modeft behaviour and 
affectation. The verfe of Chaucer, I confefs, is not 
harmonious to 11s ; but it is like the eloquence of one 
whom Tacitus commends, it was “ auribus iftius 
tempoi'is accommodata they who lived with him, 
and. fome time after him, thought it mufical. and it 
continues fo even in our judgment, if compared with 
thj numbers of Lidgate/md Gower, his contempora- 
ries : there is the rude fweetnefs of a Scotch turn- in it, 
which is natural and pleating though not perfect. It 
is true I cannot go fo far as he who publifhcd the laff 
edirion of him ; for he would make us believe the fault 
is in our ears, and that there \vi re i\allv ten fylLbles in a 
verfe where we find but nine ; but this opinion is not 
worth confuting j it is fo giois and obvious an error, 
that common lenle (which is a rule in every thing but 
matters of faith and revelation) mull convince the reader, 
that equality of numbers in every verfe, which we oil 
heroic, was either not known, or not always pi aCliled, 
in Chaucer’s age. It were an cafy matter to produce 
fome thou lands of his verfes which are lame for want 
of half a foot, and fometimes a whole one, and which 
no pronunciation can make otherwife. We can only 
fay, that he lived in the infanev of our poetry, and 
that nothing is brought to pcrfc&ion at the full. We 
mull be children before we grow men. Three was an 
Ennius, and in procefs of time a Lncilius and a Lu- 
cretius, before Virgil and Horace ; even after Chaucer, 
there was a Spenler, a Harrington, a Fairfax, before 
Waller and Denham were in being ; and our numbers 
were in their nonage till thefe lull appeared. \ need 
fay little of his parentage, life, and fortunes; they 
are to be found at large in all the editions of his works, 
was employed abroad, and favoured by Ed warn 
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the Third, Richard the Second, and Henry the Fourth, 
and was poet, as I fuppole, to all three of them. In 
Richard’s time, I doubt he was a little dipped in the 
rebellion of the commons ; and, being brother-in-law 
to John of Gaunt, it was no wonder if he followed 
the fortunes of that family ; and was well with Henry 
the Fourth when he had depofed his predeceffor. Nei- 
ther is it to be admired, that Henry, who was a wile, 
as well as a valiant prince, who claimed by lucceflion, 
and was fcnfible that his title was not found, but was 
rightfully in Mortimer, who had married the heir of 
York i it was not to be admired, I lay, if that great 
politician (hould be pleafed to have the greatcli wit of 
thole times in his intereft, and to be the trumpet of 
his praifes. Auguftus had given him the example, by 
the advice of Maecenas, who recommended Virgil and 
Horace to him, whofe praifes helped to make him po- 
pular while, he was alive, and after his death have 
made him precious to pofterity. As for the Religion 
of our poet, he feems to have fome little bias towards 
the opinions of WicklifF, after John of Gaunt his pffe* 
tron 5 fome what of which appears in the talg of Pife 
Plowman : yet I cannot blame him for jjft^tghing $ • 
fharply againlt the vices of the clergy in las a£c : th<j£ - 
pride, their ambition, their pomp, their av^r*ce, thedjly 
worldly intereft, deferved the ladies which he gav^f 
them, both in that and in moft of his Canterbury tales : 
neither has his contemporary Boccace Ipared them. — 
Yet both thefe poets lived in much eileena with good 
and holy men in orders 5 for the fcandal which is given 
by particular priefts refle 61 s not on the lacred function. 
Chaucer's Monk, his Chanon, and his Fryer, took 
not from the character of his Good Parfon. A fatiri- 
cal poet is the check of the laymen on bad priefts. We 
are only to take care that we involve not the innocent 
with t*he guilty in the fame condemnation. The good 
cannot be too much honoured, nor the bad too coarlely 
nled j .ijpr the corruption of the bell becomes the woril. 
jjWtajflll clergyman is whipped, his gown is firft taken 
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off, by which the dignity of his order is fecured : if he 
be wrongfully aecuitd, he has his a&ion of (lander $ 
and it is at the poet’s peril if he tranfgrcfs the law. — 
But they will tell us, that all kinds of fat ire, though 
never lb well delerved by particular priefts, yet brings 
the whole order into contempt. Is then the peerage of 
England any thing difhonouved, when a peer fufrers for 
histreafon? If he he libelled, or any way defamed, 
he lias his “ Scanduluin Magnatum,” to punifli the 
offender. They who ufe this kind of argument, leem 
to be confcious to themfelves of iomewhat which !;.is 
delerved the poet’s iafh j and are lei's concerned for 
their public capacity than for their private ; at lead 
there is pride at the bottom of their realbning. If the 
faults of men in orders are all only to be judged among 
themfelves, they are in fomo fort parlies ; for, Unee 
tiiey lay the honour of their older is concerned in every 
member of it, how can we he hire that they will be 
impartial judges ? How far I may be allowed to (peal; 
mj opinion in this calc I know not j hut 1 am lure a 
difpiitc of this nature caulcd mifehierin abundance be- 
twixt a king of England and an archbilhop of Canter- 
bury j one (landing up for the laws of his land, and 
the other for the honour (as lie called it) of God’s 
church j which ended in the murder of the prelate, 
and in the whipping of his majefty from poll to p'ilar 
for his penance. Tile learned and ingenious Dr. Drake 
has laved me the labour of inquiring into the efteem 
and reverence which the priefts have had of old j and I 
would rather extend than diminilh any part, of it : yet 
I muft needs fay, that when a p;ieft provokes me with- 
out any occafion given him, 1 have no reafon, unlcfs it 
be the charity of a chridian, to forgive him. “ Prior 
lzefit” is jultiikation fufficient in the civil law. If l 
anfvver him in his own language, (elf-defence I lin e 

muft be allowed me ; and if I carry it farther, even to 
a (harp recrimination, fomewhat may be indulged to 
human frailty. Yet my refentment has not wrought 
fo far but that I have followed Chaucer in his charac* 
F ; 
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ter of a holy man, and have enlarged on that fubje£l 
with fomc pleafure, referving to my felt the right, if 
I (hall think fit hereafter, to deferibe another fort of 
priefts, fuch as are more eafily to be found than the 
good parfon ; fuch as have given the laft blow to chrif- 
tianity in this age, by a practice fo contrary to their 
do&rine. But this will keep cold rill another rime.— 
In the mean while, T take up Chaucer where I left him. 
He mull have been a man of a moft wonderful compre- 
heniive nature, becaufe, as it has been ’truly oblerved 
of him, he has taken inlb the compals of his Canter- 
bury Tales the various manners and humours (as we 
now call them) of the whole Englifh nation, in his 
age. Not a (ingle chara£ter has efenped him. All 
his pilgrims are (everally diftinguiihed from each other j 
and, not only in their inclinations, but in their phifi- 
ognomies and perfons. Baptifta Porta could not have 
ddcribed their natures better than by the marks which 
the poet gives them. The matter and manner of their 
tales, and of their telling, are fo Anted to their dif- t 
ferent educations, humours, and callings, that eacm 
of them would be improper in any other mouth. Even] 
the grave and ferious characters are thftinErt^W^ by^ 
their feveral forts of gravity : their difcourlefRl^ fuctfj 
as belong to their age, their calling, and their breed-^ 
ing; fuch as are becoming of them, and them only. 
Some of his perfons are vicious, and fome are virtuous $ 
fome are unlearned, or (as Chaucer calls them) lewd, 
and fome are learned. Even the ribaldry of the low 
chambers is different : the Reeve, the Miller, and 
the Cook, are (everal men, and diffingubhed from each 
other, as much as the mincing lady priorefs, and the 
broad-lpeaking gape-tooth’d wife of Bath. But enough 
of this : there is fuch a variety of game fpringing up 
before me, that I am diftraCted in my choice, and know 
not vfliich to follow. It is fufficient to fay, according 
to the proverb, that here is God’s plenty. We have 
our forefathers and great grandames all before us, as 
♦hey were in Chaucer’s days : their general characters 
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are ftill remaining in mankind, and even in England, 
though they are called by other names than thole of 
Monks and Friars, and Chanon^, and Lady Abodes, 
jind Nuns 5 for mankind is ever the fame, and nothing 
loft outof Nature, though every thing is altered. May 
I live to do myfelf the jultice, (fmce my enemies will 
do me none, and are lo tar from granting me to be a 
good poet, that they will not allow me lb much as to 
be a chriftian, or a moral man) may [ have leave, 1 
lay, to inform my reader, that I have confined my 
choice to lucli tales of Chaucer as favour nothing of 
immodefty. If l had defiled more to pleafe than to in- 
ftru6>, the Reeve, the Millar, the Shipman, the Mer- 
chants, the Summer, and, above ail, the Wife of Bath, 
in the prologue to her tale, would have procured me 
as many friends and readers as there are beaux and la- 
dies of plea lure in the town. But I will no more of- 
fend againft good minuets $ I am Icnlible, as [ ought 
to be, of the fcandal I have given by my loole writings $ 
and make what reparation I am able by this public 
acknowledgment. If any thing of this nature, or of 
profanenefs, be crept into thele poems, lam lb far from 
defending it, that 1 difown it. “ Totum hoc indic^ 
turn voio.” Chaucer makes another manner of apology 
for his broad (peaking, and Boccace makes the like; 
but I will follow neither of them. Our countryman, 
in the end of his charafters, before the Canterbury 
Tales, thus excules the ribaldry which is very grofs in 
many of his novels. 

Butfirft, I pray' you of your coui+efy, 

That ye ne arrettce it nought my villany, 

Though that I plainly fpeak in this mattere 
To tellen you her words, and eke her chere ; 

Ne though 1 fpcik her woids properly. 

For this yc knowen as well as 1, 

Who (hall tellen a tale after a man. 

He mote rehearfe as nye as ever he can : 

Everichword of it been in his charge, 

AUlpekehe, never ib rudely, ne .atge. 
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Or elfe h? mote tellen his tale untrue, 

Or £ u\e things, or find words new *. 

He may not ipuc, although he were his brother* 

He mi>"c as well fay o word as another. 

C?!iri{c tVuke. himlclf full broad in holy writ, 

.And w> 11 i wotc nc villany is it, 
tke Plan) lairh, who fo can him rede, 

The wold j mote been coulin to the dede. 

Yet if a man fhould have inquired of Boccace, or of 
Chaucer, what need they had of introducing fuch cha- 
racters, where obicnie words wore proper in their 
mouths, but very indecent to be heard, i know not 
what anfwer they would have made : for that reafon, 
fuch tale (hall be left untold by me. You have here a 
ipecimen of Chaucer’s language, which is lo oblolete 
that his fenfe is fcarcelo be miderftood : and you have 
like wile more than one example of his unequal numbers, 
which were mentioned before. Y et many of his vcrles 
con lid often lyllables, and the words not much bchindL 
our pretent Englifh ; as, for example, thefe two liu£* 
in the ddcription of the carpenter’s young wife s 
Wincing Hie was, as is a jolly coir. 

Long as a maft, and upright as a bolter 

I have almofl done with Chaucer, when I have a 
f we red fome ohieftions relating to my prelent work, 
find fome people are offended that I have turned the($* 
tales into modern Englifh j becaule they think thenift 
unworthy of my pains, and look on Chaucer as a dry, 
o Id-fa fhioned wit, not worthy reviving. I have 
often heard the late Earl of Leicefter fay, that Mr. 
Cowley hitnfelf was of that opinion; who, having 
read him over at my lord’s requeff, declared he had 
no talk* of him. I dare' not advance my opinion 
againlt the judgment of lb great an author; but I 
think it fair, however, to leave the decifion to the 
public f- Mr. Cowley was too model! to fet up for a 
diflator ; and being thockcd peihaps with his old ftyle, 
never examined Into the depth of his good fenfe. 
Ghaucer, f conteis, is a rough diamond, and muft firft 
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be polifhtd, ere he fliines. I deny not likewife, that, 
Vmng in our &ar\/ days of poetry, he writes not *a\ways 
of a piece ; but Iometimes mingles trivial things with 
thole of greater moment. Sometimes allb, though 
not often, he runs riot, like Ovid, and knows not 
when he has laid enough. But there are more great 
wits befides Chaucer, whole fault is their excels of 
conceits, and thole ill lotted. An author is not to 
write all he can, but only all he ought. Having ob- 
ferved this redundancy in Chaucer (as it is an eafy 
matter for a man of ordinary parts to find a fault in 
one of greater) 1 have not tied myfolf to a literal trans- 
lation, but have often omitted what I judged unnecef- 
liiry, or not of dignity enough to appear in the compa- 
ny of better thoughts. I have prdumed farther in 
fome places, and added fomewhat of my own where I 
thought my author was deficient, and had not given 
his thoughts their true luftre, for want of words in the 
beginning of our language. And to this 1 was the 
more emboldened becaule (if I may be permitted to lay 
it of mylelf) 1 found 1 had a Ibid congenial to his, 
and that I had been convcrlant in the lame ftudies.— 
Another poet, in another age, may take the lame li- 
berty with iny writings, if at lead they live long 
enough to delerve correction. It was all’o neccflaiy 
Iometimes to relture the ienle of Chaucer, which was 
loft or mangled in the errors of the prel's j let this ex- 
ample luffice at prelent j in the llory of Palamon and 
Arcite, where the temple of Diana is dcfcribed, you 
find thefe v cries in all the editions of our author ; 

There law I Dine turned into a tree, 

1 mean not the goddcls i-ianc, 

But Venus daughter, which chat hightDane. 

Which, after a little confutation, I knew was to 
be reformed into this l’enfe, that Daphne the daighter 
of Peneus was turned into a tree- I durft not make 
thus bold with Ovid, left lbujc fixture Milbourn flwuld 
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ai*ifc, and fay, I varied "from my author, becaufe I 
underfiood him not. 

But there are other judges who think I ought not 
to have tranllnted Chaucer into Englifh, out of a quite 
contrary notion : they liippofe there is a certain vene- 
ration due to his ok! language, and that it is little 
Jefs than piofanation and facrilege to alter it. They 
are farther of opinion, that lomewhat of his good ftnfe 
will fuflrer in this transfufion, and much of the beauty 
of his thoughts will infallibly he lolt, which appear 
with more grace in their old habit. Of this opinion 
was that excellent per Con whom I mentioned, the late 
Kari of Lciceilcr, who valued Chancer as much as 
Mr. Covvky deipiltd him. My Lord difluaded me 
from this attempt, (for I was thinking of it lome 
years before his death) and his authority prevailed to 
far with me, as to defer my undertaking while he 
iiwd, in deference to him: yet my reafon was not 
convincd with what he urged againft it. It the fcrl^ 
end of a writer be to be under flood, then, as his Ian**, 
gunge grows obiblcte, thoughts mud grow ohlCUj#: 

“ Multa renafeenfur qurs jam cecidetc $ cndentfMU 

(t nunc lunt in h on ore vocabuh ; fi voler ufhf, ' 

Quern penes arbitrjum ell, & jus, & norma loquendid 

When an ancient word, for its found and fignificancy 
deferves to be revived, T have that reafonable vene- 
ration for antiquity, to re ll ore it. All beyond this 
is fupc-rlHt:on. Words are not like landmarks, ib 
(acred as never to be removed j cuitoins are changed ; 
and even (Unites are filentiy repealed, when the reafon 
cealcs for which they were enabled. As for the other 
pan ol the argument, that his thoughts will lole of 
their original beauty, by the innovation of words j in 
the firlt place, not only their beauty, but their being 
is lol}, where they are no longer underllood, which is 
the prelent calc. I grant that ibineihing nnifi be loft 
in ajl transfution, that is, in all transitions *, but the 
Jeuie. will remain, which would otherwife be lolt, 01 
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at lead -be manned, when it is icare intelligible j and 
that but to a few. How few are there who can read 
Chaucer, i'o as to underftand him perfectly l And if 
iinpcrfe&ly, then with lets profit, and no pteafure. It 
is not for the ufe of ibme old Saxon friends, that I 
have taken thele pains with him : let them ncgleft 
my veriion, hecaule they have no need of it. I made 
it for- their fakes who undertlood lenfe and poetry as 
well as they, when that poetry and lentc is put into 
words which they umlerftand. I will go farther, and 
dare to add, that what beauties I loic in fomc places, 

I give to others which had them not originally : but 
in this I may be partial to myielf $ let the reader 
judge, and 1 iubmir to his decilion. Yet I think I 
have juft occasion to complain of them, who, lueaufe 
they umlerftand Chaucer, would deprive the greater 
part of their countrymen of the fame advantage, and 
hoard him up, as rollers to their grandam gold, only 
to kok on it themftlvesj and hinder oiheis from mak- 
* ing ufe of it. In fum, I ferioully proteft, that no 
Lilian ever had, or can have, a go-a ter veneration for 
Chaucer than myielf*. I have trap. llated lbme part of 
his woiks, only that I might perpetuate his immory, 

; or at lead retvelh it, among!! my countrymen. If I 
? have altered him any when* for the better, I mull at 
the lame time acknowledge, that I could have done 
nothing without him : l< Facile eft invent is u add ere, 1 * 
is no great commendation ; and I am not ft> vain to 
sliink I Have delerved a greatei . I will conclude; 
what I have to lay of him iingly, witli this one re- 
mark: a lady of my acquaintance, who keeps a kind 
of correfpondenee with tome authors of the fair lex 
in France, has been infoinied by them, that Made- 
moifelie de Scudery, who is as old as Sibyl, and in-, 
fpired like her by the fame god of poetry, is at this 
time tranllating Chaucer into modern French. J'rom 
which I gather, that he has been formerly tranihued 
into the old Provencal (lor how ftm fhould come to 
unde vltand old Engliih I know not). 3ut the. matte;* 
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of fa ft being true, it makes me think that there is 
fomething in ft like fatality j that, after certain periods 
of .time, the fame and memory of great wits fhould be 
renewed, as Chaucer is both in France and England. 
If this be wholly chance, it is extraordinary, and I 
dare not call it more, for fear of being taxed with 
fuperftition. 

Boccace comes laft to be conlidered, who, living in 
the fame age with Chaucer, had the fame genius, and 
followed the fame ftudies 5 both writ novels, and each 
of them cultivated his mother tongue. But the greateft 
refemblance of our two modern authors being in their 
familiar ftvle, and plenfing way of relating comical ad- 
ventures, I may pafs it over, bectuie I have tranflated 
nothing from Boccace of that nature. In the ferious 
part of poetry the advantage is wholly on Chaucer’s 
fide j for though the Knglilhman has borrowed many 
tales from the Italian, yet it appears that thole of 
Boccace were not generally of his own making, but 
taken from authors of former ages, and by him onty.^ 
modelled j fo that what there was of invention in either'* 
of them may be judged equal. But Chaucer has re* 
fined on Boccace, and has mended the ftories whfth hi 
has borrowed in his way of telling, though profe ahj* 
lows more liberty of thought, and the exprfefllon is/ 
more eafy when unconfined by numbers. Oift* couui 
tryman carries weight, and yet wins the raci at a dis- 
advantage. I deft re not the reader fhould - take inv 
word ; and therefore I will let two of their difeourfes 
on the fame fuhjeft in the fame light, for every man to 
judge betwixt them. I tranflated Chaucer firft, and 
amongft the reft, pitched on the Wife of Bath's tale ; 
not daring, as I have fa hi, to adventure on her pro- 
logue, becaufe it is too licentious : th^re Chaucer in- 
troduces an old woman of mean parentage, whom a 
youthful knight of noble blood was forced to marry, 
and confequently loathed her : the crone being in bed 
with himpp the wedding-night, and finding his aver- 
r fion, endfevour to win his aifeftion by reafon, anJ 
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fpeaks a good word for her lei f (as who could blame 
her?) in hope to mollify the fallen bridegroom. She 
takes her topics from the benefits of poverty, the ad- 
vantages of old age and uglinefs, the vanity of youth, 
and the filly pride of anceliry and titles, without inhe- 
rent virtue, which is the true nobility. When I had 
clofed Chaucer, I returned to Ovid, and tranllated 
fame more of his fables ; and by this time had fo far 
forgotten the Wife of Bath’s tale, that when I took up 
Boccace, unawares I fell on the lame argument of pre- 
ferring virtue to nobility of blood and titles, in the 
ftory of Sigiltnunda ; which I had certainly avoided 
fo - * the relemblance of the two difeourfes, if my me- 
mory had not failed me. Let the reader weigh tliem 
both, and if he thinks me partial to Chaucer, it Is in 
him to right Boccacc. 

I prefer in our countryman, far above all his other 
ftories, the noble poem of Palamon and Arcite, which 
is of the epic kind, and perhaps not much inferior to 
the Ilias or the Atneis : the llory is more pleating than 
either of them, the manners as perfect, the did ion as 
pov'tical, the learning as deep and various, and the dif- 
pofition full as artful, only it includes a greater length 
of time, as taking up f even years at lea ft j but Ari- 
ftofle has left undecided the duration of the a&ion, 
which ytt is culily reduced into the compafs of a year, 
by a narration of what preceded the return of Pala- 
jnon to Athens. I had thought, for the honour of our 
nation, and more particularly for his, whole laurel, 
though unworthy, I have worn after him, that this 
ftory was of Englilh growth, and Chaucer's own ; but 
I was undeceived by Boccace j ior calually looking on 
the end of his ieventh Giornata, I found Dio mo (un- 
der which name he fhadows himl’eli) and Kiametta 
(who reprefents his millrefs the natural daughter ot 
Robert king of Naples) of whom thefe wo*ls are 
fpoken. “ Dioneo e la Kiametta granpezza contarono 
infiemed’Arcita, e di Palamone by which it appears, 
that this ftory was written before the time of Boccace^' 
Vol. III. G 
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but the name of its author being wholly loft, Chaucer 
is now become an original ; and I queftion not but the 
poem has received many beauties by pafling through 
his noble hands. Befides this tale, there is another of 
his own invention, after the manner of the Provencals, 
called the Flower and the Leaf j with which I was fo 
particularly pleated, both for the invention and the 
moral, that I cannot hinder mylelf from recommending 
it to the reader. 

As a corollary to this preface, in which I have done 
juftice to others, I owe lomtwhat to myfelf; not that 
1 think it worth my time to enter the lifts with one 
Milbburn, and one Blackmorc, but barely to take no- 
tice, that fuch men there are who have written fcuirU 
loufly againft me, without any provocation. Mil bourn, 
who is in orders, pretends, amongft the left, this 
quarrel to me, that I have fallen foul on priefthood : 
if I have, I am only to alk pardon of good priefts, 
and I am afraid his part of the leparation will come 
to little. Let him be fat is bed that he fhall not be 
able to force himiclf upon me for an advcilary. I 
contemn him too much to enter into competition with 
him. His own tranftations of Virgil have aq|$tfred 
Jiis ci iticifms on mine. I f (as they fay lie has declared 
in print) he prefers theverfion of Ogilby to mini?', ‘the 
world has made him the lame compliment 5 for it i& 
agreed on all hands, that he writes even below Ogilby : 
that, you wjll fay, is not eaiily to be done j but what 
cannot Milbourn bring about ? I am fa tidied, how- 
ever, that while lie and I live togetlier, I lhall not be 
thought the worft poet of the age. It looks as if I had 
defiled him underhand to write fo ill againft me ; hut, 
upon my honeft word, I have not luibed him to do me 
this lervice, and am wholly guilt lets of his pamphlet. 
It is true, I fhould be glad if I could perl'uade him 
to conpnue his good offices, and write fuch another 
critique on any thing of mine j for I find by expejience 
he has.&ggrcat Itroke with the leader, when he con- 
dem^,|j¥ of my poems, to make the world have a 
tfe.Uer xSpifiion of them. He has taken iome pains 
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with my poetry ; but nobody will be perfuaded to take 
the lame with his. If I had taken to the church (as 
he affirms, but which never was in my thoughts) I 
ffiould have had more fenfe, if not more grace, than to 
have turned myfelf out of my benefice by writing libels 
on my pa rifhi oners. But his account of my manners 
and my principles are of a piece with his cavils and his 
poetry; and lb I have done with him for ever. 

As for the City Bard, or Knight Phylician, I hear 
his quarrel to me is, that I was the author of Abfylom 
and Achithophel, which lie thinks is a* little hard on 
his fanatic patrons in London. 

But I will deal the more civilly with his two poems, 
becaule nothing ill is to be ipoken of the dead ; and 
therefore peace be to the manes of his Arthurs. I 
will only lay, that it was not for this noble knight 
that I drew the plan of an epic poem on King Arthur, 
in my preface to the translation of Juvenal. The 
guardian angels of kingdoms were machines too pon- 
derous for him to manage, and therefore he rejected 
them, as Dares did the whirlbats of Eryx, when they 
were thrown before him by Entellus. Yet from that 
preface he plainly took the hint, for he began imme- 
diately upon the ttory, though he had the bafenefs not 
Jo acknowledge his benefactor, but, infte?d of it, to 
traduce me in a libel. 

I (hall fay the let's of Mr. Collier, becaufe in many 
tilings he has taxed me jultly; and I have pleaded 
guilty to all thoughts and expreffions of mine, which 
can be truly argued of oblccnity, profanenefs, or im- 
morality, and retraCI them. it’ he be my enemy, let 
him triumph ; if he be my friend, as I have given hirfi 
no perfonal occafion to be otherwise, he will be glad of 
my repentance. It becomes me not to draw my pen in 
defence of a bad caufe, when l have lb often drawn it f 
for a good one. Yet it were not difficult td prove, 
that in rnany places lie has perverted my meaning by 
his glofies ; and interpreted my words into blafphemy 
and bawdry, of which they were not guilty ; be Tides 
that, Jie is too much given to horle-play in his raillery, 
G 7 . 
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and comes to battle like a dictator from the plough. 

I will not lay, The zeal of God’s houie has eaten him 
up ; but lam lure it has devoured iome part of his 
good manners and civility. Ic might alio be doubted 
whether it were altogether zeal, which prompted him 
to this rough manner of proceeding j perhaps it became 
not one of his function to rake into the rubbilh of an- 
cient and modern plays : a divine might have employed 
his pains to better purpofe, than in the naltineis of 
Plautus and AriJtcphanes ; whole examples, as they 
cxcufe not me, to it might be pofllbly luppofed, that 
he read them not without Iome plea Cure. They who 
have written commentaries on thole poets, or on Ho- 
race, Juvenal, and Martial, have explained fomc vices, 
which without their interpretation had been unknown 
to modern times. Neither has he judged impartially 
betwixt the former age and us. 

There is more baudry in one play of Fletcher’s, 
called the Cuftotn of the Country, than in all ours to- 
gether. Yet this has been often acted on the llag<^ 
in my remembrance. Are the times lb much mote 
reformed now, than they were five and twenty yearv 
ago ? rf they are, I congratulate the amendment ofe 
our morals. But I am not to prejudice the caufe or*- 
my fellow- poets, though I abandon my own defence# 
they have l’ome of them anfwercd for themielves, and 
neither they nor I can think Mr. Collier lb formida- 
ble an enemy, that we fhouid Ihun him. He has loft 
ground at the latter end of the day, by purfuing his 
point too far, like the Prince of Conde at the battle of 
Senneph : from immoral plays, to no plays ; u ab 
abulu ad ufum, non valet conlequentia." But being 
a party, I am not to crc& myfeif into a judge. As 
for the reft of thole who have written againft me, they 
are l’uch fcoundivh, that they delerve not the leaft no- 
tice to f be taken of them. Blackrnore and Milbourn are 
only diflinguilhed from the crowd, by being remem- 
bered to their infamy. 

‘ tt Dcmetri, Toque Tigclli 

“ Discipulorum inter jubeo plotare cathcdras/* 



FALAMON AND ARCITE 

OR 

THE KNIGHTS VALE. 

BOOK I. 

I N days of old, there liv’d, of mighty fame, 

A valiant prince, nnd Thefeus was his name 
A chief who more in teats of arms exccll’d. 

The rifmg nor the letting l'un beheld. 

Of Athens he was lord ; much land he won. 

And added foreign countries to Ills crown. 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he llrove. 
Whom firtt by force he conquer’d, then by love 
He brought in triumph back the beauteous dame 
With whom her filler, fair Emilia, came. 

With honour to his home let Theleus ride. 
With love to friend, and fortune for his guide. 
And his victorious army at his fide. 

I pais their warlike pomp, their proud array. 
Their Ihouts, their longs, their welcome on the 
But, were it not too long, I would recite 
The feats of Amazons, the fatal light 
Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight: 

The townbcfieg’d, and how much blood it coft 
The female army and th* Athenian boll j 
The fpoulals of Hippolita the queen ; 

W hat tilts and tourneys at the feall were feen j 
The ftorm at their return, the ladies fear : 

But thele, and other things, I mull forbear. 
The field is fpacious I defign to low. 

With oxen far unfit to draw the plough : 

The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to watte my ftrength 

And trivial accidents lhall be forborne, 

That others may have time to take their turn : 
As was at firtt enjoin’d us by mine holt : 

That he whole tale is belt, and pleai’es molt, • 
Should win his i’upper at our common coil. 

And therefore, where 1 left, I will purfue 
This ancient Itory, whether falie or true, 

Xu hope it may be mended with a new. 

G 3 
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The prince I mentioned, full ot high renown, 

In this array drew near th’ Athenian town ; 

When in his pomp and utinod of hi* pride, 

Marching he chanc’d to cad his eye. afide, 40 

And law a choir of mourning dames, who lay 
By two and two ncrols the common ivay ; 

At his appioach they rais’d :t rueiul cry. 

And heat their breads, and held their hands on high. 
Creeping and crying, till they feiz’d at lalt 45 

His courier’s bridle, and his feet embrac'd. 

Tell me, laid i hefeur;, what and whence you are. 
And why this 1 uncial pageant you prepare ? 

Is this the welcome of me worthy deeds, 

To meet my triumph in ill-omen’d weeds ? 50 

Or envy you my praife, and would dtitroy 
With grief my plead ires, and pollute my joy ? 

Or art; you injur'd, and demand relief ? 

Name your requeft, and 1 will eaie your grief. 

The molt in years of all the mourning train 55 
Began (but lwoonccl full away for pain) ; 

Then Icarcc recover’d l'poke : nor envv vve 
Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory ; 

’Tis thine, O king. ih*alHi£led to red refs. 

And fame has fill’d the world with thy iuccei's > 60 

We wretched women fue for that alone, 

Which of thy goodnels is refus'd to none. 

Let fall Ic.me drops ot pity oH Onr grief, 

If what we beg be jult, and W*dclcrve relief s 

Bor none of us, who now tlrf* grace implore, 65 

But held the rank of tov’reign queen before ; 

Till, thanks to giddy chance, which never bears 
That mortal bliis thou Id lalt for length of years, 

She caft us headlong from our high eltate, 

And here in hepe of thy return vve wait : 7 % 

And long have waited in the temple nigh, . 

Built tt the gracious goddefs Clemency. ' * 

But reverence thou the power, whole name it bears, 
Believe th’opprell, and wipe the* widow’s tfars $ 

,1^ wretched I, have otiicr foi&uirc feen, 75 

The wife of Capaucus, and enceia queens 
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At Thebes he fell, curft be the fatal day! 

And all the reft thou feeft in this .array, 

To make their moan their lords in battle loft 
Before that town, beiieg’d by our eonfedeiate hoft ; 8* 
But Crcon, old and impious, who commands 
The Theban city, and uliirp* the lands, 

Denie» the ri;i*s of funeral fires tothoie 
Whole breathLis !)odies yet he calls his foes. 

Unburn’d, unbury'd, on a heap they lie ; 85 

Such i> their fate, and fuch his tyranny ; 

, No friend has Lave to bear away the dead. 

But with their lifclcls limbs h’u hounds are fed : 

At this fhe fhrick’d aloud ; the mournful train 
Echo'd her grief, and, groveling on the plain, 

With groans, and hands upluld, to move his mind, 
Beiought his pity to their helplel’s kind! 

The prince whs touch'd, Ills tears began to flow. 
And, as his lender luarL would break in two, 

He ligh’d ; and could not but their fate deplore, 95 
So wretched now, lb fortunate before. 

Then lightly from his lofty Heed he flew, 

And railing one by one the fuppliant ciew, 

To comfort each, full folenmly he l’wore. 

That, by the laitli which knights to knighthood bore. 
And whate’er die to chivalry belongs, 101 

He would not ceafe, till lie reveng'd their wrongs ; 
That Greece (hould lee perform’d what he declar'd; 
And cruel Crcon find his juft reward. 

He laid no more, but, fhunning all delay, 105 

Rode on; nor entei'd Athens on his way; 

But left his filter and his queen behind. 

And wav’d his royal banner in the wind : 

Where in an argent field the god of war 

Was drawn triumphant on his iron car; n# 

Red was his lword and fliield, and whole attire, 

And all the godhead leem'd to glow with firef 
Ev'n the ground glitter’d where the ltandard flew. 

And the green grais was dy’d to ianguine hue. 

High on his pointed lance his pennon bore VS 

HU Cretan fight the conquer’d Minotaure ; 
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The foldicrs ihout around with generous rage. 

And in that vi&ory their own prefage. 

He prais’d their ardour j inly pleas’d to fee 

His hoft the flower of Grecian chivalry. T20 

All day he march’d, and all th’ enfuing night ; 

And law the city with returning light. 

The procefs of the war I need not tell, 

How Theleus conquer'd, and how Creon fell : 

Or after, how by ftorm the walls were won, 125 

Or how the vi6lor lack’d and burn’d the town *. 

How to the ladies he rcftor’d again 
The bodies of their lords in battle llaln : 

And wilh what ancient rites they were interr’d ; 

All tilde to fitter times (hall be defin'd ; 130 

T fpare the widow’s tears, their woeful cries. 

And howling at their luifband’s oblequies ; 

How Theleus at thefe funerals did nihil. 

And with what gifts the mourning dames difmiiVd. 

Thus when the viftor chief had Creon (lain, 135 
And conquer’d Thebes, he pitch’d upon the plain 
His mighty camp, and, when the day return’d. 

The country wafted, and the hamlets burn’d, 

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, 

Without control to ftrip and lpoil the dead. 14.0 

. There, in a heap of (lain, among the reft [prefs’d 
Two youthful knights they found beneath a load op- 
Of flaughter’d foes, whom fir ft to death they fent, 

The trophies of their ftrength, a bloody monument. 
Both fair, and both of royal blood they feem’d, 14.5 
Whom kinfmen to the crown the heralds deem'd 5 
That day inequal arms they fought for fame; 

Their fwords, their lliields, their lure oats were the fame. 
Clofe by each other laid, they prefs’d the ground, 
Their manly. bofoms pierc’d with many agrilly wound ; 
Nor well a||)l^£, nor wholly dead they were, 1 51 

But 1’onHr faint figns of feeble life appear : 

The wandering breath was on the wing to part, 

Weak was the pulfe, and hardly heav’d the heart. 
Thefe two were lifters’ Ions ; anil Arcite one, 155 
Much fam’d in fields, with valiant Palamoij> 




Afc^fety turn, ike made a tittle stand, 

•i Jma.Oiruil amoa# ihe thorns her MV hand , 

, Wjt^rthe rosr ahd every rose •Ii*drr»< r , 
fhuokthe stalk and bruJhH away the daisy 
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Trom there their coftly arms the ip oilers rent, 

And foftly both convey’d to Theieus’ tent s 
Whom known of Cram ’s line, and cur’d with care, 
He to his city lent as prifoners of' the war, 1 6# 

Hopelefs of ranlbm anvl condemn’d to lie 
In durance, (loom’d a lingering death to die. 

This done, he march’d away with warlike found, 

And to his Athens turn’d with laurels crown'd. 
Where happy long he liv’d, much lov’d, and more re- 
Bu.' in a tower, and never to be loos’d, [nown’d. 
The woeful captive kinlinen are inclos’d : 167 

Thus year by year they pals, ami day by day. 

Till once, ’twas on the morn of cheerful May, 

The young Emilia, fairer to he feen 170 

Than the tail* lily on the flowery green, 

More froth than May heili.lt in blolToins new. 

For with the roly colour drove her hue, 

Wak’d, as her cuftom was, before the day. 

To do til’ oblervance due to iprightly May : 175 

For fprightly May commands our youth to keep , 
Th$ vigils of her night, and breaks their fluggard deep f 
Each gentle bread with kindly warmth (he moVesj 
Infpires new flames, revives extinguifh'd love** f 
In this rera^a^ranc : Emily ere day 1&6 

Arole, ani^^’d herielf in rich array ; 

Fr% Ih as the and as t he morning fair 5 

Adown her fho ulcers fell her length of hair : 

A ribband did tilt- braided t relics bind, 

The reft was loofc and wanton’d in the wind : t*S 

Aurora had but newly chas’d the night, 

And purpled o’er the fky with blufhing light, 
Wffento the garden walk /he took iier way. 

To fport and trip a long in cool of day, 

And offer maiden vows in honour of the May* 19# 


At every turn (he made a little ftand, 

S And thruft ’among the thorns her lily hand 
ijfelraw the role, and every role file drew 
SHlhook the ftaik, and brufh’d away the dew : 
hm party-coloured flowers of white and red 
ie v%ve, to make a garland for her head ; 
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This done, (he fung and caroll'd out fo clear, 

That men and angels might rejoice to hear s 
E’en wondering Philomel forgot to fmg j 
And learn’d from her to welcome in the (pring. zoo 
The tower, of which before was mention made. 

Within whole keep the captive knights were laid. 
Built of a large extent, and ftrong withal. 

Was one partition of the palace wall : 

The garden was inclos’d within the fquare, ao 5 
Where young Emilia took the morning air. 

It happen’d Paiamon the priloner knight, 

KellJefs for woe, arofe before the light. 

And with his jailor’s leave delired to breathe 

An air more wholefome than the damps beneath. 210 

This granted, to the tower he took his way. 

Cheer'd with the promilc of a glorious day : 

Then caft. a languiihing regard around. 

And law with hateful eyes the temples crown’d 
With golden Ip ires, and all the hoftile ground. 215 
He figh’d, and turn’d his eyes, becaufche knew 
’ T\vas but a larger goal he had in view ; 

Then look’d below, and from the caftle’s height 
Beheld a nearer and more pleafmg fight : 

The garden, which before he had not leen, 220 

In fpring’s new livery clad of white aj|d green, 

Frelh flowers in wide parterres, and lhatly walks between. 
This view’d, but not enjoy’d, with arms acrofs 
He flood, relieving on his country’s lofs ; 

Himfelf an object of the public fcorn, 225 

Ami often wilh’d he never had been born. 

At lalt, for folds defliny requir'd, 

With walking giddy, and with thinking tir’d. 

He through a little window caft his fight, 

T^Ugh of bars that gave a fcanty light 3 230 

But ev’n traf glimmering lcrv’d him to delcry 
j^Th’ if^ipt^ble charms of Emily. 

; Sca£t6 had he l’een, but, leiz’d with fudden fmaut, 
S.tung to the quick, lie felt it at his heart j 
£truck blind with over-powering light he flood, 

Then ftarted back amaz’d, and cry’d aloud. 
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Young Arcite heard ; and up he ran with hade, 

To help his friend, and in his arms embrac'd j 
And alk’d him why he look’d fo deadly wan. 

And whence and how his change of cheer began ? 240 
Or who had done the offence ? But if, laid he. 

Your grief alone is hard captivity j 
For love of heav’n, witli patience undergo 
A curclels ill, fince fate will have it lb : 

So itood our horolcope in chain’s to lie, 245 

And Saturn in the dungeon of the Iky, 

Or other hateful aipcfl, rul’d our birth. 

When all the friendly liars were under earth : 
What’er betides, by deftiny ’tis done; 

And better hear like men, than vainly feek to Hum. 250 
Nor of my bonds, laid Palamon again. 

Nor of unhappy planets I complain; 

But when my mortal anguilh caus’d my cry. 

That moment I was hurt through either eye ; 

Pierc’d with a random llial'f, 1 faint away, 255 

And perilh with inlenlible decay : 

A glance of lome new goddefs gave the wound. 
Whom, like A 61 eon, unaware I found. 

Look how the walks along yon Iliad y (pace. 

Not Juno moves with more nujeftic grace; 260 

And all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

Tf thou art Venus (for thy charms contefs 
That face was foim’d in heaven, nor art thou lefs ; 
Dilguis’d in habit, undifguis’d in fliape) 

O help us captives from our chains to ’lcape ; 265 

But if our doom be pall in bonds to lie 
For life, and in a loathfomc dungeon die. 

Then be thy wrath appeas’d with our difgrace, 

And Ihew compaffion to the Theban race, 

Opprefs’d by tyrant power! While yet he fpoke 270 
Arcite on Emily had fix’d his look ; 

The fatal dart a ready paffage found, 

And deep Wtlhin his heart infix’d the wound : 

So that if Palanibmwere wounded fore, 

Arcite was hurt as much as he, or more : 


275 « 
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Then from his inmoft foul he figh’d, and faid, 

The beauty I behold has ftnick me dead : 
Unknowingly file (trikes j and kills by chance; 

Poiibn is in her eyes, and death in every glance. 

O, I mult afk ; nor afk .done, but move 28ft 

Her mind to mercy, or muft die for love. 

Thus Arcite : and thus Palamon replies, 

(Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes.) 

Speak’it thou in earned, or in jelling vein ? 

Jelling, laid Arcite, fuits but ill with pain. 285 
It lu its far worfe (laid Palamon again, 

And bent his brows) with men who honour weigh, 
Their faith to break, their friendfliip to betray ; 

But word with thee, of noble lineage born, 

My kinlman, and in arms my brother fworn. 290 
Have we nor plighted each our holy oath, 

That one (hould be the common good of bdth ; 

One foul (hould both infpire, and neither prove 
His fellow’s hindrance in puri'uit of love ? 

To this before the gods we gave our hands, 293 

And nothing but our death can break the bands. 

This binds thee, then, to further my defign ; 

As I am hound by vows to further thine : 

Nor canft, nor darft thou, traitor, on the plain 
Appcach my honour, or thine own maintain, 300 
Since thou art of my council, and the friend 
Whole faith I trull, and on whofe care depend s 
And would '(i thou court my lady’s love, which I 
Much rather than releale would choofe to die ? 

But thou, falle Arcite, never (halt obtain 305 

Thy bad pretence ; I told thee firlt my pain : 

For did my love began, ere thine was born ; 

Thou, as my council, and my brother (worn. 

Art bound t’ a (lift my eldcifhip of right : 

Or juftly to be deem’d a perjur’d knigifijjjy. 310 

Tfuis Palamon : but Arcite with difdain 
In haughty language thus rcply’d again ; 

ForiWorn thylcH : the traitor’s odious! name 
9 1 firft retftifei and then difprovc thy claim. 
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If love be paffion, and that paffion nuril: 

With ftrong defires, I lov’d the lady firft. 

Cnnft thou pretend defirc, whom zeal inflam’d 
To worlhip, and a power celeilial nam'd ? 

Thine was devotion to the bleft above, 

I f;uv the woman, and ddir’d her love ; 

Firfl: own’d my paffion, and to thee commend 
Th* important lecret, as my cholen friend. 

Stippole (which yet I giant not) thy deli re 
A moment elder than my rival flic; 

Can chance of feeing full thy title prove ? 

And know’ll thou not, no law is made for love ? 
Law is to tilings which to free choice relate j 
Love is not in our choice, but in our fate ; 

Laws arc but pufiiive: love’s power, we Ice, 

Is Natuie's lanction, and her full decree, 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 
For love, and vindicate the common caule. 

Laws for defence of civil lights are pi ic'd, 

Love throws the fences down, and makes a gcncia 
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wafte : 

Maids, widows, wives, without diftin&ion fall ; 335 

The (weeping deluge, love, comes on, and covers all. 
If then the laws of lriendlhip 1 tranigrels, 

I keep the greater, while I break the iefs j 
And both are mad alike, finer neither can pofiefs. 

Both hope let's to be rmnom'd, never more 340 

To ice the fun, but as he pafics o'er. 

Like /E fop's hounds contending for the bone, 

Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone: 

The fruit Id's light continued all the day ; 

A cur came by, and fnatch'd the prize away. 345 
As courtiers, thru fore, jullle lor a gritnt. 

And when they luvak their frieiidft.ip plead their want. 
So thou, if lor tune will thy (hit advance, 

Lov** on, nor envy me my equal chance : i 

For I mud love, and am reliev'd to try 35© 

My fate, or failing in th’ adventure die. 

Great was their llrile, which houily was renew'd. 
Till each with mortal hate hh livai view’d : 

Vol. Ilf. H 
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Now friends no more, nor walking hand In hand ; 

But when they met, they made a iurly (land j 355 
And glar’d like angry lions as they pafs’d. 

And wifti’d that every look might be their laft. 

It chanc’d at length, Pirithous came t’attend 
This worthy Thefeus, his familiar friend $ 

Their love in early infancy began, 360 

And role as childhood ripen’d into man. 

Companions of the war ; and lov’d fo well. 

That when one dy’d, as ancient (lories tell, 

His fellow to redeem him went to hell. 

14 ut to purfue my tale ; to welcome home 365 
His warlike brother is Pirithous come : 

Arcite, of Thebes, was known in arms long fi nee. 
And honour’d by this young Theflalinn prince. 
Thefeus, to gratify his friend and gucit. 

Who made our Arcite’ s freedom his requeft, 370 
Reftor’d to liberty the captive knight^ 

But on thele haul conditions I recite : 

That if hereafter Arcite (hould he found, 

Within the compafs of Athenian ground. 

By dav or night, or on whate’er pretence, 375 

H is head (hauld pay the forfeit of th’ otfence. 

To this Pirithous for his friend agreed, 

And on his promife was the prifoner freed. 

UnpleasM and penfive hence he takes his way, 

At his own peril j for his life mull pay. 380 

Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate. 

Finds his dear purchafe, and repents too late ? 

What have I gain’d, he laid, in priibn pent. 

If I but change my bonds for bamlhinent ? 

And banilh’d from her fight, l fuller more 385 

In freedom, than I felt in bonds before : 

Forc’d from her prefence, and condemn’d to live ; 
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank’d reprieve ; 

HeavA is not, but where Emily abides ; 

And where (he's abftnt, all is hell betides. 390 

Next to my day of birth, was that accurft, 
fWlHsitjJpund 1% friend (hip to Pirithous firft ; 

2 
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Had I not known that prince, I ft ill had been 
In bondage, and had ftill Emilia leen : 

For though I never can her grace delcrve, 395 

*Tis reconi pence enough to fee and ferve. 

0 Palamon, my kindfman and my friend. 

How much more happy fates thy love attend ! 

Thine is adventure j thine the victory : 

Well has thv fortune turn’d the dice for thee : 4.00 

Thou on that angel’s face may’ll feed thine eyes. 

In prifon, nos but blifsful paradifel 
Thou daily fvrft that lun of beauty Ihine, 

And lov'lt at lea It in love's extremeft line. 

1 mourn in abi'ence, love’s eternal night $ 405 

And who can tell but fince thou haft her fight. 

And art a comely, young, and valiant knight. 

Fortune (a various power) may ceaic to frown. 

And by lbme ways unknown thy wifhes crown ? 

But I, the moft forlorn of human kind, 410 

Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find ; 

JJut, doom’d to drag my loathibme life in care. 

For my reward, mull end it in defpair. 

Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 
That governs all, and heaven that all creates, 415 
Nor ail, nor nature’;* hand can cafe my grief ; 

Nothing but death, the wretch’s laft relief : 

Then tarewel youth, and all the joys that dwell 
Willi youiii and life, and life itlelf farewel. 

But why, alas! do mortal men in vain 430 

Of fortune, fate, or Providence complain f 
God gives 11s what he knows our wants require. 

And better things than thole which we defire : 

Some pray for riches, riches they obtain ; 

But watch’d by robbers, for their wealth are llain 5 425 
Some pray from pi iion to be free’d : and come. 

When guilty of their vows, to fall at home ; 

Murder’d by thole they trailed with their life, 

A favour’d iervant, or a bolbm wife. 

Such dear-bought b Idlings happen every day, 430 
Becaufe we know not for what things to pray. 

H 2 ’ 
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Like drunken Tots about the ftreet we roam : 

Well kno vs the Tot he has a certain home ; 

Vet knows not how to find th’ uncertain placej 
And blunders on, and daggers ev’ry pace. 435 

'1‘luis all leek lnppinefs j hut few can find 5 
For far the greater part of men are blind. 

This is my calc, who thought our utinolt good 
Wa< in one word of freedom underload : 

Thcfalal b Idling cam;: : from pii foil free, 440 

I ltarve abroad, and lofe the fight of Emily. 

Thus Arcite: out il Arcite thus dcploie 
His fair rings, Pnlamon yet luffers more. 

For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 444 

He live! Is with wrath $ he makes outrageous moan : 

Fie frets, he fumes, he /tares, he ltamps the ground ! 
The hollow tower with clamours rings around: 

Wilh briny tears he bath’d Ids letter’d feet. 

An*! diont all o’er with agony of lwe«t. 

Ala.i ! he ciy’d! I, wreich in prifon, pin?, 450 

Tco happy rival, while the fruit is thine : 

Thou liv'll at large, thou draw’!} thy native air. 
Pleas’d with thy freedom, proud of my dcfp.iir : 

Thou may’ll, lince thou halt youth and com age join'd. 
A iweet behaviour and a jolid mind, 4^3; 

Alfun!>le ours, and all the Theban race, * 

To vindicate on Athens rhy dilgrarv ; 

And after, by fome tu-ity made, po Hi-fi 
Fair Emily, the pledge of lading peace. 

So thine (hall be the beauteous pi i?e, while l 4 fra 

Ivluit languifh in dcl^air, in pii.on die. 

Thus all the advantage of the llrile is tliire 5 
Thy portion double joys, and double fori* ws mine. 

7 he rage of Jealouiv then fir'd hi* ibnl, 

And his lace kindled like a bmr.’ng coal : 465 

No -v coM Deipair, luce ceding in her dead, 

To livid paleneis turns the glowing ml. 

His blood, f arce liquid, creeps within his veins. 

Like water which the iree/ing wind co ultra ins. 

^JTneii thus he laid : Eternil Denies, 47a 

WI10 rule the world wi.h ahlbluie decree 
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And write whatever time (hall bring to pafs> 
With pens of adamant, on plates of brais ; 
What, is the race of human kind your care 
Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are ? 
lie with the red is liable to pain, 

And like the (beep, his brother-bead, is (lain. 
Cold, hunger, prilons, ills without a cure. 

All thefe he inuft, and guiltlefs, oft endure ; 

Or does your juftice, power, or prelcience fail. 
When the good differ, and the bad prevail ? 
What worll* to wretched virtue could befal, 

If fate or giddy fortune govern’d all ? 

N; iv, worf'c than other beads is our eftate $ 
Them, to purfue their pleafures, you create j 
We, bound by harder laws, mud curb our will, 
And your commands, not our defires, fulfil ; 
Then when the creature is unjudly (lain. 

Yet after death at lead lie feels no pain j 
^JJut man in life furcharg’d with woe before, 

#Tot freed when dead, is doom’d to differ more. 

A ferpent (lioots his ding at unaware j 
An ambudi’d thief forehys a traveller: 

The man lies murder’d while the thief and fnake, 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 
This let divine.; decide ; but well I know, 

Juft or unjuft, 1 have my (hare of woe. 

Through Saturn ! bated on a lucklefs place. 

And Juno’s wrath that periecutes my race 5 
Or Mars and Vuius, in a quartil, move 
My pangs of jealouly for Arcite’s love. 

Let Pahruon oppress'd in bondage mourn. 
While to his exil’d rival we return. 
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By this the fun, declining from his height, 

The day had fhorteu’d to prolong the night : 505 

The lengthen'd night gave length of mifery 
Both to the captive lover and the free j 
For Palamon in cndlcfs piifbn mourns. 

And Arcite forfeits life if he returns : 

The banifh’d never hopes his love to (ee, 510 

Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty;. # 

H 3 
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1 Tis hard to fay who fufftrs greater pains : 

One lees his love, but cannot break his chains : 

One free, and all his motions uncontrolIM, 

Beholds whate'er he would, but vviiat he would be- 
hold. 1,1 5 

Judjr.* os you plerife ; for l will hafle to tell 
What fortune to the banilh'd knight Kiel. 

When Arc i to was to Thebes return'd a -.min. 

The loi’s of Iter he lov’d renew'd his pain ; 

What could be woile, than never more lo lee 52® 
His life, his foul, liis chaiming Isa :! / f 
He rav'd with all the madnris of del'pnir. 

He roar’d, he beat his bread, he tore his hair. 

Dry lb now in his liupid eyes appears, 

For, wanting nourillnrem, lie wanted tears : 525 

Hre e) e-balls in their hollow lockers link, 

Bereft of ileep, K* loaths his meat and diink. 

He withers at his lieirt, and looks as wan 
As the pale fpeHre of a murder'd man: $ 

That pale turns y .How, and his face receives 5 3 a 9 

The faded hue of laplcls boxen leaves : 

In Ibliiary groves he makes his moan. 

Walks early out, and ever is alone : 

Nor, mixt in miith, in youthful pltafures (hares. 

But iigus when longs and imh uments he hears. 555 
His Ipsrits are fo low, his voice is drown’d, 

He hears as from afar, or in a lWoon, 

I .ike the deaf murmurs of a diitant found : 

Uncomb’d his locks, and fqunlid his attire. 

Unlike the trim of love and gay di lire : 540 

But full of muleful inopings, which prtlage 
The lols of reafon, and conclude in rage. 

This when he had endur’d a year and more, 

Now wholly chang’d from what he was before. 

It happen'd once, that, (lumbering as he lay, 545 
He di trill’d (his dream began at break of day) 

That Hermes o’er his head in air appear’d, 

And with loft words his drooping fpirits cheer’d ; 

His hat, adorn’d with wings, uiiclos’d the God, 

And in his hand he bore the Ileep- compelling rod i 55a 
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Such as he feem’d, when at his fire's command. 

On Argus' head he laid the liiaky wand. 

A rile, he laid, to conquering Athens go. 

There fate appoints an end to all my woe. 

The fright awaken'd Arcite with a Itart, 555 

Againlt his holbni bounc’d his heaving heart ; 

But foon he laid, with fcarce- recover'd breath. 

And thither will I go, to meet my death, 

Sure to be thin ; but death is my define, 

Since in Iv.nelia’s fight I (hull expire. <60 

By chance lie fpy’d a mirror while he (poke, 

And gazing there beheld his alter'd look j 
Wondering, he law his features and his hue 
So much were chang'd, that lcarce himfelf lie knew. 

A hidden thought tVn darting in his mind 565 

Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find, 

The world may lt.ni ch in vain with all th/reyes, 

But never penetrate through this dilguile. 

Thanks to the change which grid and ficknefs give. 

In low ell ate I may iccimdy live, 570 

And lee unknown my mittrcl\ day by day. 

He laid, and c loath'd himlllf in coanl- array ; 

A labouring lund in fliew j then forth he went: 

And to tli' Athenian towers his jomney bent : 

One 1 quire attended in the lame difguiie, 575 

Made confcious of his mailer's i-ntcrpriJc. 

Arriv’d at Athens, foon he came to court. 

Unknown, unqueftion’d in that thick rclbrt; 
Proffering for hire his firvice at the gate, 

To drudge, draw watci, and to run or wait. 58# 
So fair betel him, that for little gain 
He ferv'd at firft JEmelia’s chamberlain ; 

And, watchful all advantages to fpy, 

Was dill at hand, and in his matter's eye ; 

And as his bones were big, and finews ftrong, 585 
Relus’d no toil that could to Haves belong ? 

But from deep wells with engines water drew. 

And us'd his noble hands the wood to hew. 
lie pafs'd a year at leaft atte nding thus 
On Emily, and call’d Fhiiofiratus. 


590 
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But never was there man of his degree 
So much efteeih’d, lb well belov'd as he. 

So gentle of condition was he known, 

That through the court his courtefy was blown $ 

All think him worthy of a greater place, 595 

And recommend him to the royal grace : 

That, exercis'd within a higher fphere, 

H is virtues more conipicuous might appear. 

Tims by the general voice was Arcite prais'd, 

And by great Thefetis to liipli favour rais'd : f>co 

Among his menial lervants firft enr oil’d. 

And largely entertain'd with funis of gold : 

Befuies what lecretly from Thebes was lent, 

Of his own income, and his annual rent : 

This well employ’d, he purchas’d friends and fame. 
But cautioully conceal’d from whence it came. 60$ 
Thus for three years he liv’d with large increaie, 

In arms of honour, and clleem in peace j 

To The leu s’ per fon he was ever near j 

And Theleus for his virtues held him dear. 61® 


PALMON AND ARCITI. 

BOOK If. 

1 C T’HILE Arcite lives in blifs, the ftory turns 
V V Where ho pc* Id’s Palamon in prifon mourns. 

For fix long years immur’d, the captive knight 
Had dragg’d his chains, and fcarcely iixnihe light : 
Loll liberty, and love, at once he bore : 5 

His priibn pain’d him much, hi.*, paflion more s 
Nor dares he hope his fetter* to remove, 

Nor ever withes to be free from love. 

But when the fixrh revolving year was run. 

And May within the Twins receiv’d the lun, 10 
Were it by chance, or forceful deftiny, 

Which tonus in cauics f.rft what e’er fhall be, 

Abided by a friend, one moonlcfs night, 

This Palamon from jn iibn took his bight s 
A picafimt beverage lie prepar’d before 15 

Ot wine and honey mix’d with added ft ore. 

<)i opium j to his keeper this he brought, 

Who l\v:i low’d unaware the lleejiy draught. 

And liv'i ’d ferine rill morn, his lenfes hound 
In Humber, and in long oblivion drown’d. 20 

Siion was the night, an 1 caieful Palamon 
Sought the next covet t e'er the riling lun. 

A thick i pread ford! near the city lay, 

To this with lengtlun d ftridrs he took his way 
(For far he could nor fly. and fear’d the d iy.) 25 
Safe from purfuit, he meant to fliun the light, 

Till the brown fhadow ; of the friendly night 
To Thebes might favour liis intended flight. 

When to his country come, his next ddign 

Was all the Theban nice in arms to join, 30 

And war on Thcft-n*, till he loft his life, 

Or won the beauteous limily to wife. 

Thus while his thoughts the lingering day beguile. 
To gentle Arcite let u ; turn our ftyle , • 

Wlio little dreamt irv.v nigh he was to care, 35 

Till treacherous fortune c Might him in the inare. 

The mar, ling. laik, the ni» dinger of day, 

Saluted inker long tilt* morning grey j 
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And Toon the fun aroie with beams i’o bright, 

That all tlr horizon laugh'd to fee the joyous fight s 
He with his tepid rays the rofe renews, 41 

And licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews , 
When Arcite left his bed, relblv’d to pay 
Observance to the month of merry May : 

Forth in his fiery Heed betimts he rod, 45 

That fcarcely prints the turf on which he trodc : 

At eale he fean’d, and, prancing o'er the plains. 
Turn'd only to the grove his horfe’s reins. 

The grove 1 nam’d before ; and, lighted there, 

A woodbine garland lbught to crown his hair ; 50 

Then turn’d his face againft the rifing day, 

And rais’d his voice to welcome in the May. 

For thee, iweet month, the groves green liveries wear; 
If not the firll, the faired of the year : 

For thee the Graces lead the dancing Hours, 55 
And Nature’s ready pencil paints the flowers : 

When thy fhort reign is paft, the feverilh fun 
The lultry tropic fears, and moves more llowly on. 

So may thy tender blofioms fear no blight, 

Nor goats with venom ‘d teeth thy tendrils bite, Co 
As thou (halt guide my wandering feet to find 
The fl agrant greens 1 leek my brows to bind. 

His vows addrets'd, within the grove he ft ray'd. 

Till fate, or foitune, near the place convey’d 
His dtps wJiej’e iecret Palamon was laid. 65 

F till little thought of him the gentle knight 
Who, flying death, had there conceal’d his flight, 

In Intake and h: ambles hid, and fliuning mortal fight : 
And lei » he knew him lor his hated foe. 

But fear’d him as a man he did not know. 70 

But as it has been laid of ancient years. 

That fields are full of eye t, and woods have ears ; 

For this the wile are ever on their guard. 

For, un.orcfeen, they fay, is unprepar’d. 

Uncautious Arcite thought himfclf alone, 75 

And lei's than all fufpe&ed Palamon, 

Who liftuning heaid him, while he fearch’d the groves. 
And loudly lung his roundelay of love: 
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But on the fudden (topp’d, and filent iiood. 

As lovers often mufe, and charge their mood 5 
Now high as heaven, and then as low as hell 5 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well : 

For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer, 

And leidom (hall we fee a Friday clear. 

Thus Arcite, having fung, with alter’d hue 
Sunk on the ground, and from his bofom drew 
A defperatc figh, accufing Heaven and Fate, 

And angry Juno’s unrelenting hate. 

Curs’d be the day when firit 1 did appear ; 

Let it be blotted from the kalendar. 

Let it pollute the month, and poilon all the year. 

Still will the jealous Queen purl'ue our race } 

Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was : 

Yet ceales not her hate ; for all who come 
From Cadmus are involv’d in Cadmus’ doom. 95 
I fuffer for my blood : unjult decree 1 
That puni(h:*s another’s crime in ine. 

In mean eftate I ferve my mortal foe. 

The man who caus’d my country’s overthrow. 

This is not all ; for Juno, to my (hame, 100 

Has forc’d me to for lake my former name : 

Arcite I was, Philollratus I am. 

That fide of heaven is all my enemy : 

Mars ruin’d Thebes : his mother ruin’d me. 

Of all the royal race remains but one 105 

Betides ni) (elf, th’ unhappy Palamon, 

Whom Theieus holds in bonds, anil will not free j 
Without a crime, except his kin to me. 

Vet tlule, and all the red, 1 could endure j 

But Lcve’s a malady without a cure ? Ho 

Fierce Love has pierc’d me with hir, fiery dart. 

He (ires within, and hilTes at my heart. 

Your eyes, fair Jtimiiy, my fate purluc ; 
f liifferfor the red, I die for you. 

Of fuch a Goddels no time leaves record, 1 15 

Who burn’ d the temple where 'be was ador’d : 

And let it burn, I never will complain, 

Pieas’d with my fufferings, if you knew my pain. 
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At this a fickly qualm his heart afTailM, 

His ears rung inward, anil his fenfes faii^l. X2» 

No word mils'd Palamon of all he fpoke. 

But foon to deadly pale lie chang’d his look : 

He trembled every limb, and felt a fmart, 

As if cold Heel had glided through his heart 5 
No longer ftaidt but Itarting from his place, I2£ 
Hiicovcr'd ftood, and ftiew’d his hcftileface: 

Falle traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 

Bound by thy facrc I oath to feck my good : 

Now art thou found forclworn, for Emily ; 

And dar'ft attempt her love, for whom I die. 130 
So haft thou cheated Thefeus with a wile. 

Again!! thy vow, returning to beguile. 

Under a borrow’d name, as falle to me, 

So falle thou art lo him who let thee free : 

But reft afturM, that either thou flialt die, 335 

Or eife renounce thv claim in Emily : 

For, though un arm'd I am, ( and iiec’d by chance) 
And here without mv J’word, or pointed lance : 

Hope not, bale man, unqucftion’d htncc to go. 

For 1 am Palamon, thvmort.il lbe. 140 

Arcite, who heard his tale, and knew the man. 

His iworcl unihtarh’d, and fiercely thus b<.gan : 

Now by the Gods who govern heaven above, 

Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love, 

T hat word had been thy laft, or in this grove 145 
This hand (hould force thee to renounce thy love. 

The lurety which I gave thee, l dely ; 

Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 

And Jove but laughs at lovers pcrjmy. 

Know I will lerve the fair in thy defpight ; j 50 

But fince thou art my kinlinan, and a knight. 

Here, have my faith, to-moirow in this grove 
Our arms Ihall plead the titles of our love : 

And fcieaveu lb help my right, as I alone 
Will come, and keep the caule and quarrel both un- 
known : 155 

With arms of proof both for myfelf and thee ; 

Choole thou the bell, and leave the worft to me. 
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And, that at better eafe thou may’ll abide, 

Bedding and clothes I will this night provide, 

And needful iiillenance, that thou may’ll be 160 
A conquelt better won, and worthy me. 

His promile Pulamon accepts ; but pray’d. 

To keep it better than the fu ll he made. 

Thus fair they parted till the morrow’s dawn, 

For each had laid his plighted faith to pawn. 165 
Oh Love l thou llernly doll thy power maintain. 

And wilt not bear a rival in thy reign. 

Tyrants and thou all i’ellowfhip diiciain. 

This was in Ar<*tte prov’d, and P .dam on j 

Both in deipair,^et each would love alone. ’ 170 

Arcite return'd*; arid, as in honour ty'd, 

His ii >e with bedding and with food lupply’d; 

Then, ere the day, two fuits of armour (ought, 

Which bo: ne before him on his Itced he brought : 

Both were of thining licel, and wrought fo pure, 175 
As might the ftrokes of two 1‘uch arms endure. 

Now, at the time, and in th’ appointed place. 

The challenger and challeng’d, face to face. 

Approach ; each other from afar they knew. 

And iiom afar their hatred chang’d t licit hue. 180 
So (lands t lie Thracian herdl'man with his fpear. 

Full in tlie gap, and hopes the hunted bear, 

And hears him milling in the wood, and lees 
His collide at diflauce by the bending trees j 
And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy, 185 

And either he mull fall in fight, or I : 

This while lie thinks, he litis aloft his davt \ 

A generous chilncis feizes every part : 

The veins pour back the blood and fortify the heart. 
Thus pale they meet ; their eyes with fury burn j 190 
None greets ; for none the greeting will return: 

But in dim fuilincls, each arm’d with care 
His foe profeft, as brother of the war : 

Then both, no moment loll, at ogty^tfvance 
Againft each other, arm’d wit It^y^jjjjpd and lance : 195 
They lalh, they foin, they paf$^ drive to bore 
Their corflets, and the thinned rank exploit- • 
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Thus two long hours in equal arms they Hood, 

And wounded, wound j till both were bath’d in blood ; 
And not a foot of ground had either got, aoo 

As if the world depended on the fpot. 

Fell Arcite like an angry tiger far’d. 

And like a lion Palamon appear’d : 

Or as two boars whom love to battle draws. 

With riling bridles, and with frothy jaws, 405 

Their adverie breads with tulks obliqudfthey wound 5 
With grunts and groans the foreft rings around. 

So fought the knights, and fighting mud abide, 

Till Fate an umpire lends their difference to decide* 
The power that miniders to God’s decrees, 2.10 

And executes on earth what heaven forelees. 

Call’d Providence, or Chance, or Fatal Sway, 

Comes with refid lefs force, and finds or makes her way, 
Nor kings, nor nations, nor united power, 

One moment can retard th’ appointed hour. 

And lonie one day, lome wondrous chance appears*" 
Which happen’d not in centuries of yeaifci^ 

For lure, whate’er we mortals hate, or HM* 

Or hope, or fear, depends on powers above 5 
They mpve our appetites to good or ill, azo 

And byforefight neceifitate the will. 

In Thefeus this appears j whole youthful joy 
Was beads of chalc in foreds to dtftroy. 

This gentle knight, infpir’d by jolly May, 

Forlijok his caly couch at early day, 225 

And to the wood and wilds pur filed his way* 

Bcfide him rode Hippolita the queen, 

And Emily att^jpft^ly green, 

With horns, and all the tuneful cry, 

To hunt a royal naft within the covert nigh : 230 

And as he follow’d Mars before, lb now 
He ferves the goddel’s of the filver bow. 

The ^vay that Thefeus took was to the wood. 

Where the two knights in cruel battle dood : 
TheM^n on wifich they fought, th* appointed place 
l* ' 0 mb 'W uncoupled hounds began the chafe. 23 6 
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Thither forth -right he rode to roule the prey. 

That, {haded by the fern in harbour lay s 
And, thence diflodg’d was wont to leave the wood. 
For open fields, and crofs the cryftal flood. 24.0 

Approach'd, and looking underneath the fun. 

He law proud Arcite, and fierce Palamon, 

In mortal battle doubling blow on blow. 

Like lighting flam’d their faulchions to and fro, 

And (hot a dreadful gleam ; lb flrong they ftrook, 24.5 
There leem’d leis force requir’d to fell an oak : 

He gaz’d with wonder on their equal might. 

Look’d eager on, but knew not either knight : 
JRefolv’d to learn, he fpurr’d his fiery fteed 
jjfjT ttli goring rowels, to provoke his l'peed. 

SHhe minute ended that began the race, 
po i’oon he was betwixt them on the place ; 

And with his ivto^d unftieath’d, on pain of life 
Coibmands both btfttfibatants to cenle their flrife : 
Theawith imperious tone purfues his threat j 
WIpNre you ? why in arms together met ? 

HovMi res' your pride prefume againft my laws. 

As in a lifted field to fight your caufe ? 

Unmalk’d the royal grant ; no marflial by. 

As knightly to require ; nor judge to try ? 

Then Palamon, with fcarce recover’d breath. 

Thus hafty {poke : We both delerve the death. 

And both would die 5 for look the world around, 

A pare lb wretched is not to be found, 

Our life's a load j encumber’d with the charge, 265 
We long to fet th’ imprifon'd louln&t large. 

Now, as thou art a fovereign judjp$- decree 
The rightful doom of death to him-islpi me > 

Let neither find thy grace ; for gra# is cruelty. 

Me firft, O kill me firft, and cure my woe ; 270 

'I 'lien {heath the fword of juftice on my foe : 

Or kill him firft ; for when his name is heard. 

He foremoft will receive his due reward. 

Arcite of Thebes is he j thy mortal f$f * 

On whom thy grace did liberty befto^if 
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But firft contra&ed, that if ever found 
By day or night upon th’ Athenian. ground, 

His head fhould pay the forfeit j fee return'd 
The perjur'd knight, his oath and honour fcorn’d. 

For this is he, who, with a borrow’d name, ago 
And proffer'd fervice, to thy palace came, 

Now call'd Philoftratus : retain’d by thee, 

A traitor nulled, and in high degree, 

Afpiiing to the bed of beauteous Emily. 

My part remains j from Fheb-s mv birth I own, 285 
And call myitflf th’ unhappy Palamon. 

Think nw not like that man j lince no difgrace 
Can »•>. ce me to renounce the honour of my race. 
Know me lor what lam: I broke my chain. 

Nor promis'd l thy priloner to remain j 1 $% 

The love of liberty with life is given, > 

And life irielfth' inferior gift of Heaven. 

Thus without crime I fled ; but farther know, 

I with this Arcite am thy mortal foe ; •* 

Then give me death, fince I thy life purfti$| r 
For fuieguard of thylell, death is my due.*-*' 

More wouldll thou know ? I love bright EMlf, 

And for her lake and in her light will die: 

But kill my rival too 5 for he no !ef$ 

Dcfcrves j and I thv righteous doom will blefs, 300 
Allur’d that what I lole, he never lhall poll el’s. 

To rliis reply’d the Hern Athenian prince. 

And fovu ly linil’d. In owning your offence 
You judge you riel i j and I but keep record 
In place of law, while you pronounce the word. 305 
Take your deferty death you have decretd j 
I leal your doomj^ind ratify the deed : 

By Mars, Jffcpa#on of my arms, you die.’ 

He fa id, duitfli lorrow Iciz’d the llanders-by. 

Th^ queen above the relt, by nature good, 310 

"The pattern form’d of perfeft womanhood) 
pity wept : when Ihe began, 

^the bright quire th’ infectious virtue ran. 

" thei? tears, ev’n the contended maid ; 
us among themfelves they foftly laid ; 315 
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What eyes can fuffer this unworthy fight! 

Two youths of royal blood, renown’d in fight. 

The mafterlhip of heaven in face and mind. 

And lovers, far beyond their faithlefs kind s 

See their wide dreaming wounds 3 they neither came 320 

For pride of empire, nor defire of fame : 

Kings fight for kingdoms, madmen for applaufe : 

But love for love alone j that crowns the lover’s caufe. 
This thought, which ever bribes the beauteous kind. 
Such pity wrought in every lady’s mind, 325 

They left their deeds, and prollrate on the place, 

From the fierce king implor’d th’ offenders grace. 

He paus’d a while, dood filent in his mood 
(For yet his rage was boiling in his blood 5) 

IgBut loon his tender mind th’ i in predion felt, 43* 

>i(As lofted metals are not flow to melt 
*' And pity iboned runs in fofted minds:) 

Then reafons with himfelf 3 and fu ll he finds 
His paflion cad a mill before his fenfe. 

And either made, or magnify’d th’ offence. 3 35 

Offence ? of what ? to whom ? who judg’d the caule ? 
The prifoner freed himfelf by Nature’s laws : 

Born free, bed ought his right : the man he freed 
Was perjur’d, but his love excus’d the deed : 

Thus pondering, he look’d under with his eyes, 340 
And law the women’s tears, and heard their cries 3 
Which mov’d compafiion more, he lhook his head. 
And foftly fighing to hinilelf he laid : 

Curie on th’ unpardoning prince, whom tears can draw 
To no remorle 3 who rules by lions’ law , 44$ 

And deaf to pray’rs, by no lubmiflion bow’d. 

Rends all alike j the penitent, and proud : 

At this, with look ferene, he rais'd his head j 
Reafon refum’d her place, and Pafiion fled 5 
Then thus aloud he fpoke : The pow’r of love, 350 
In earth, and Teas, and air, and heaven above, • 

Rules, unrefifted, with an awful nod j 
By daily miracles declar’d a God :#■ 

He blinds the wile, gives eye- the bifekl ; % 

And moulds and (tamps anew the iover’s mind, 355 
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Behold that Arche and this Palamon, , 

Freed from my fetters, and in l'atety gone. 

What hinder’d either in their native ibii 
At cafe to reap the harveit of their toil ; 

But Love, their lord, did othcrwilb ordain, 360 

And brought them in their own dtfpiie again, 

To fuifer death delbrv’d j fo well they know, 

- Fis in my pow’r, and I their deadly foe 5 
The proverb holds, that to be wife and love, 

Is hardly granted to the Gods above. 365 

See how the madmen bleed : behold the gains 
Witli which their matter. Love, rewards their pains j 
For leven long years, on duty every day, 

Lo their obedience, and their monarch’s pay : 

Yet, as in duly bound, they ferve him on j 37® 

And, alk the tools, they think it wifely done ; 

Nor eale, nor wealth, nor life itlelf regard. 

For ’tis their maxim, love is love’s reward. 

This is not all ; the fair for whom they ttrove 
Nor knew beiorc, nor could liil’pefl theWove, 37^ 
Nor thought, when fhe beheld the fight from far, ■ 
Her beauty was th’ occafion ot' the war. 

But lure a general doom on man is pall. 

And all are fools and lovers, firlt or latt : 

This both by others and myielf I knoar, 380 

For 1 have lu v’d their fov’reign long ago ; 

Oft have been caught within the winding train 
Of female fnares, and felt the lover’s pate, [ftrain. 
And learn’d how far the God can human hearts con- 
To this remembrance, and t he pray’rs of 1 hole 385 
Who for th’ offending warriors interpole, 

I give their forfeit lives j on this accord, 

To do me homage as their lov’ reign lord ; 

And as my vaffals, to their utmotl might, 

Aliill my perfon, and affert my 1 ight, 390 

This fiCcly iworn, the knights their grace obtain’d. 
Then thus the king his lecret thoughts explain’d 3 
If weabdi, or honour, or a royal race, 
pt cadHer all, utey win a lady’s grace; 
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Then either of your knights may well cieferve 395 
A princeis born ; and l'uch is flic you lerve : 

For Emily is filter to the crown, 

And but too well 'o both her beauty known : 

But. (hould you combat till you both were dead. 

Two lovers cannot (hare a tingle bed : 400 

As therefore both are equal in degree. 

The lot 01 both be left to dedin y. 

Now hearth’ award, and happy may it prove 
To her, and him who bed dei’erves her love ? 

Depart from hence in peace, and free as air, 405 
Search the wide world, and where you plcale repair $ 
But on the day when this ret 11 min •; fun 
To the fame point through eve: v lign lias rim, 

Then each of you his hundred knights (hall bring, 

In loyal lids, to fight betoiv the king ; 410 

Anil then the knight, whom fate or happy chance 
Shall with his friends to vi dory advance, 

And grace his arms lo tar in equal tv»hr. 

From out the bars to his opp. iite, 

Or kill, or make him recraint ui tin plain, 415 
The prize of vuUmr and of love (hall gain ; 

The va qif ih’d party (lull thro- claim releafe. 

And the long j ars conclude in lading peace. 

The charge be mine t’adorn (lie choien ground. 

The t heat! e of war, for champions l’o ivnmvn’d $ 4x0 

And take the putrm’s pi ce of either knight, 

With eyes impartial to bJioid the light 5 

And heaven of me lo judge as i liiall judge aright. 

If both are lhtUfiedwith thisaccoul, 

Swear bv the laws of knigluhood on my fword. 425 
Who now but Palamon exults with joy, 

And ravilh’d Arcite Hem » to touch the Iky : 

The whole aliembled troop pleas’d as well, 

Extol til’ award, and on their knees they fell 429 
To blels the gracious king. The knights with* leave 
Departing from the place, his lalt commands receives 
On Emily with equal ardour look, 

And from her eyes their infpirau^took. 
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From thence to Thebt*s’ old walls purfue their way, 
Each to provide his champions for the day. 435 
It might be deem’d on our hiftorian’s part, 

Or too much negligence, or want of art. 

If he forgot the vail magnificence 
Of royal Thefeus, and his large expence. 

He firll enclos’d for lifts a level ground, 440 

The whole circumference a mile around ; 

The form was ciicular and all without 
A ‘trench was funk, to moat the place about. 

Within an amphitheatre appear’d, 

Rais’d in degrees j to fixty paces rear’d: 445 

That when a man was plac’d in one degiee, 

Height was allow’d for him above to lee. 

Eaftward was built a gate of marble white 5 
The like adorn’d the wellern oppofite. 

A nobler obje& than this fabric was, 450 

Rome never law * nor of fo vaft a lpace : 

For, rich with lpoils of many a conquer’d land, 

All arts and artifts Theleus could command ; 

Who fold for hire, or wrought for better fame ; 

The mailer- painters and the carvers came. 455 

So role within the compafs of the year 
An age's work, a glorious theatre. 

Then o'er its eaftern gate was rais’d above 
A temple, facred to the queen of love 5 
An altai Mood below: on either hand 460 

A prieft with roles crown’d, who held a myrtle wand* 
The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos’d, 

And on the north a turret was inclos’d. 

Within the wall of alaballer white, 

And crimlbn coral for the queen of night, 46 5 

Who takes in lylvan fports her ehafte delight. 

Within thele oratories might you fee 
Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery : 
Whertfevery figure tothelifeexpreft 
The godhead’s power to whom it wasaddrefs’d. 470 
In Venus’ temple op the fides were feen 
^rhfttooken ilu>mber**of enamour'd men. 
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Prayers that e’en lpoke, and pity teem’d to call, 

Amt ifluing fighs that lmok'd along the wall. 
Complaints, and hot defiles, the lover’s hell. 

And fcalding tears that wore a channel where they fell : 
Anti ail around were nuptial bonds, the ties 47 7 

Of love’s ulfurancr, and a train ot lies, 

That, made it lull, conclude in perjuries. 

Bc-autv, and Youth, and Wealth, and Luxury, 380 
And fprightly Hope, and (hort -enduring Joy 5 
And lorci-ries to raife th’ infernal powers, 

And S'gils fram’d in planetary hours : 

Expence, and After- thought, .»nd idle Care, 

And Doubts of mol el v hue, and dark Defp air : 485 
Sufpicions, and fantaltic.il Sunni ft*, 

And jealoufy fuffusM, with jaundice in her eyes, 
Difcolouring all fhe view’d, in tawny drefs’d ; 

Down look’d, and with a cuckow on her fill. 

Oppos’d to her, on t'other fide advance 490 

The collly tealt, the carol, and the dance. 

Mi nitre Is and mulic, poetry, and play. 

Ami b ills by night, and tournaments by day. 

AH th.-fc were painted on the wall, and more $ 

With ads and monuments of times before: 405 

And others added by nroohetic doom. 

And lovers vet unborn, and loves to come : 

For there th’ Idalian mount, and Cit heron. 

The court of Venus was in colours drawn ; 

Before the palace gate, in c;u eld's drels, 500 

And loole array, lat portrefs Id lends ; 

There, by the fount, Narcifles pin’d alone 5 
There Samfon was, with w.i’er Solomon, 

And all the mighty names bv love undone* 

Medea' '*> chirms were there, Circe an fi-afts, 505 

With bowls that turn’d enamour’d youths to beads. 
Here might be leen, that beattrv, wealth, and wit. 
And prowel’s, to the pow’r of love lubmit : * 

The ipreading fnare lor all mankind is laid 5 
And lovers all betray, and ire betray’d. 510 

The Goddel's’ fVlf fume noble hand had wrought $ 
Smiling ihc feem’d, and full of plealing thought : 
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From ocean as {he iirlt began to rile, 

And imooth’d the ruffled teas and clear’d the (kies : 
She trod the brine all bare below the bread, 

And the green waves but ill conceal’d the reft ; 515 

A lute die held, ami on her head was feen 

A. wreath of roles red, and myrtles green j 

Her turtles fann’d the buxom air above j 

And, by his mother, ftood an infant Love, 520 

With wings unfledg’d j his eyes were banded o’er $ 

His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, 

S.ipply’d with arrows bright and keen, a deathly ftore. 
Hut in the dome of mighty Mars the red 
With different figures all the Tides were fpread $ 525 

This temple, lei's in form, with equal grace, 

Was imitative of the firtl in Thrace : 

For that cold region was the lov’d abode. 

And lovereign manfion of the warrior god. 

The landfcape was a foreft wide and bare ; 530 

Where neither bead, nor human kind repair j 
The fowl, that fcent afar, the borders fly, 

And fliun the bitter blaft, and wheel about the fly. 

A cake of feurf, lies baking on the ground. 

And prickly (tubs, inftead of trees, are found, 535 
Or woods with knots and knares deform’d and old : 
Headlcfs the molt, and hideous to behold : 

A rattling temped through the branches went, 

That dripp’d them bare, and one idle way they bent. 
Heaven froze above, lcvere, the clouds congeal, 54.0 
And through the cryflal vault appear’d the {landing 
Such was the face without ; a mountain flood [hail, 
Threatening from high, and overlook’d the wood : 
Beneath the lowYmg brow, and on a bent, 

The temple ftood of Mars armipotent : 54-5 

The frame of bumifh’d fteel, that caft a glare 
, From far, and teem’d to thaw the freezing air. 

A ftrait ldng entry to the temple led, 

Blind with high walls * and honor over head : 

Thence iflli’d Inch a blaft, and hollow roar, 550 

As» threaten’d from the hinge to heave the door ; 
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In, through that door 1 , si northen light there {hone $ 
’Twas all it had, for windows there were none j 
The gate was adamant j eternal frame ! [came. 

Which, hew’d by Mars himfelf, from Indian quarries 
The labour of a god ; and all along 556 

Tough iron plates were clench'd to make it flrong. 

A ton about was every pillar there j 
A polifh’d mirror fhone not half fo clear. 

There faw I how the fecret felon wrought 5/J0 

And trealbn labouring in the traitor’s thought : 

And midwife Time the ripen'd plot to murder brought. 
There the red anger dar’d the pallid fear j 
Next flood Hypocrify, with holy leer ; 

Soft finding, and demurtly looking down, 5 65 

But hid the dagger underneath the gown : 

Th' afTaffinating wife, the houfehold fiend ; 

And far the blacked there, the traitor- friend. 

On t’other fnle theie flood Definition bare j 
Unpunifli’d Rapine, and a waile of war. 570 

Confdl, with lharpenM knives, in cloifters drawn. 

And all with blood beipread the holy lawn. 

JLoud menaces were heard, and foul Diigracc, 

And bawling Infamy, in language bale ; 

Till fenfe was loti in found, ami lilence fled the place. 
The flayer of himfelf yet law I there, 576 

The gore congeal’d was clotted in his hair : 

With eyes half clos’d, and gaping mouth he lay. 

And grim, as w m he breath'd his iullen foul away. 

In midll of all the dome, Misfortune fate, 580 

And gloomy Diicontent, and fell Debate, 

And Madr.eis laughing in his ireful mood ; 

And arm’d complaint on theft ; and cries of blood, 
There was the murder'd corple, in covert laid, 

And violent death in thouland fhapes dilphiy’d : 585 

The city to the ibiltlier'i rage rdign'd : # 

Succelslefs wars, and poverty behind : 

Ships burnt in fight, or forc’d on rocky fhores. 

And the ralh hunter ftrangled by the bo.’rs : 

The new-born babe by nurfes overlaid, 590 ■* 

And the cook caught within tit? raging fire he made. 
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All ills of Mars's nature flame and fteel j 
The gafping charioteer, beneath the wheel # 

Of his own car j the ruin'd houfe that falls # 

And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls j 59$ 

The whole divifion that to Mars, pti tains, 

All trades of death that deal in fteel for gains 
Wue there, the butcher, armourer, and Jinith, 

Who forges fliarpen’d faulchions, or the icy the. 

The leaflet conqueft on a tower was plac’d, 600 
With (hunts, and fold ici s' acclamations gtac’d : 

A pointed fword hung threatening o’er his head, 
Sultain'd but by a flender twine of tluead. 

There fasv I Mars’s ides, the capitol, 

The leer in vain foieteliing Cselar's tall ; 605 

The lafl triumvirs, and the wars they move. 

And Anthony, who loll the world lor iove. 

Thefe, and a thou land more, the Une adorn : 

Their fates were painted e'er the men were horn, 

All copied from the heavens, and ruling force 610 
Of the red ftar, in his revolving courte. 

'J* he form of Mars high on a chariot flood. 

All flicath'd in arms, and gruffly look'd the God : 
Two geoman t‘c figures were diiplay’d 
Above his head, a warrior and a maid $ 615 

One when direft, and one when retrograde. 

Tir'd with deformities ol death, i Halle 
To the third temple of Diana chaflc. 

A fylvan Irene with various greens was drawn, 

Shade* on the Tides, and on the midit a lawn : 620 

The filver Cynthia, with her nymphs around, 

Pm fu’d the flying deer, the woods with horns refound : 
Califlo there flood manifeft of fhasne. 

And, tuin'd a bear, the noithem flar became : 

Her fon was next, and by peculiar grace 625 

In the cold circle held the lecond place : 

Tiie £hg Atfeon in the dream had lpy’d ; 

The naked huntrels, and, for feeing dy'd : 

H‘s hounds, unknowing of his change, purfue 
Thc^chafe, and their miitaken mafter flew. 


630 
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Peneian Daphne too was there to fee, 

Apollo’s love before, and now his tree : 

Tir adjoining fane th’ aflemblrd (Greeks exprefs’d. 
And hunting of the Caledonian bcuit. 

Oemdo’ valour, and his envy’d prize ; r^o 

The latai power of Atalanta’s eyes j 
Diana's vengeance on the victor ihewn, 

The murdivis mother, and continuing Ion ; 

Tta Volfcianqueen extended on the plain j 
ThctreaJbn puni/h’d, and the traitor llain. 54; 

The t ell were various huntings, well delign’d, 

And lavage beads deiiroy’d, of every kind. 

The graceful goddels was array’d in green 5 
About her feet were little beagles fun, 549 

That watch’d with upward eves the motions of theii 
Her legs were bulkin'd, and the left before, [ queen, 
In avd to (hoot, a iilver bow (he bore, 

And at. her back a painted quiver wore 

She trod a wexing moon, that foon would wane, 

And drinking borrow’d Ugh”, be Ail’d again : 555 

With downcaft eyes, as leaning to lin vey 
The dark dominions, her alternate (way. 

Before In r food a woman in her throes, 

And call'd Lucira’s aid, her burden to Jifclofe. 

And all the painter drew with fuch command, 560 
That Nature fnatch'd the pencil from ids hand, 

A drain'd and angry that his art could teign 
And mend the tort urea of a mother's pain. 

Theleus beheld the fanes of every God, * 

And tliougiit his mighty toil was well bellow’d. 565 
So princes now their poets Humid regard ; 

But few can write, and fewer can reward. 

The theatre thus rais'd, the lids inclos’d. 

And all with vail magnificence difpos’d, 

We leave the monarch pleas'd, and hade to briny 
The knights to combat, and their arms to ling. 57; 
Vox*. III. K 
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BOOK Ml. 

T HE day approach'd when Fortune (hould decide 
Th’ important enter prize, and give the bride ; 
For now, tiie rivals round the world had fought, 

And each his rival, v/cll appointed, brought. 

The nations, far and near, contend in choice, 5 

And fend ; kv flower of wai by public voice; 

That after, or Ik: foie, wuv ncvi r known 
Such chiefs, as each an army feem'd alone: 

Befnies the champions : all of high degree, 

Who knighthood lov’d, and deals of chivalry, 10 
Throng'll to tin* lifts, nndenvyVi to behold 
The nanns of others, not their own, enroll'd. 

Nor fee r. is it: ftrange ; for every noble knight 
Who lovi ■» the i air, and is endu'd wnh might, 

In Inch a quarrel would be proud to fight. 15 

Time hie 'th.es not fcarce a nr.n on Britilh ground 
(An ille tbr love and arms of old lenownM) 

But would have Ibid his life *0 pnrcinle limie, 

To I' d in. on or Arciv lent his nan.e ; 

And had tiie land likih d i f the heft, so 

Half had come lunre, and let tht wo. Id provide the reft. 
A bun !i\il knights with Palauum there came, 
Approv’d in light, an i nun of mighty name } 

Their arms were ftwial, as their nations were. 

But tmniih'd all alike with (word anti Ibcar. 2.5 
Some wore coat armour, imitating fcr.le ; 

And ne?tt their fkms were {lubber:, fliirfs of mail* 
Some wore a bread -plate and a light juppon. 

Their hoi its cloth 'd with rich capnp-bn : 

Some for defence would )i..v hern bucklers life, .30 
Ot folded hides : and otKr fhudds oi prucu. 

One hung a po)e-:i.*:e at his fuddle bow, 

And one a heavy mace io /him the foe ; 

One for his k gs arid knees provided well, 

With jainbeux arm’d, and double plates of fteel : 35 

This on his helmet wore a lady’s glove, 

•And that a fieeve embroider’d by his love. 
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With Pal am on above the rcii in place, 

Lycurgus came, theiurly king or Thrace 5 

Black was hi-, beard, and manly w:ib Ins tace ; 40 

The balls of bis broad eyes roll’d in his head. 

And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a red : 
lie look’d a lion whli a gloomy llaiv. 

And o’er his eye- brows hung his matted hair: 
Big-bon'd, and large of limbs wiili iinews llrong, 45 
Broad- (houlder’d, ; nd Ids arms were round :wid long. 
Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian ufe ol o d) 

Wl’.v cok'd to draw hi. car of bumilh’d gold. 
Upright in, Uood, and bore aloii his ihicld, 
(.’••nfpicuou from afar, rnd ov. 1 look'd the field. 50 
Hi. mrcoal was a bcir’-fkin on his hack : 
lii.: lrdr hum-; long behind, and giolly raven black. 
His ample forehead bore a coronet. 

With gaUiJuig diamonds and with rubies let: 

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, liiovvy-fair 55 
And tali as (tags, ran loofe, and couiVd around his chair, 
A match lor pards in Hi gin, in grappling for the bear : 
Wi 1 golden mu/.zles all then mouths \v tc bound, 
And oil irs 01 the fame 'heir necks iui round. 

Thus Through the licldi: Lycurgus to-. \ ’sis «v i\ ; 60 

His hur.ilr*.d knights at-om in pu:.j .’Hi proud array. 
To match this m* .uirii, with f”o!g /.idle came 
Emetrius, king ot I.ulc, v. ini. iit) name. 

On a bay courier, goodly to b/a’d. 

The trappings oi his hoik. ad n -,'n with barbarous gold.' 
Not Mars beltrode a H:od v. ■ 1 i; gseifer giace j (15 
His furcoit o’er his arms w:i. cloth of I'll' ace, 
Adorn’d with pearls, all orient, round, and great ; 
His lhddle was or go’ I, wild eti.ir dd let. 

His (boulders large a man: jC \i»v. ...tuv, 70 

With ii.b.-s thick, an 1 Ipuhln: , as the fire : 

His amber- colour’d leeks in lingk ts run, 

With graceful negligence, an l (hone again It the lull. 
His nolc w.is aquiline, lbs eyes were bine, 

Buddy bis lips, and trclii anu fair Ids hue : 75 

Some (prink led freckles on Ins iacc were leen, • 

Whole dulk let oif the whiten. 'is of the lkm : 
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His awful prefencer did the crowd lurprife. 

Nor durlt the ralh fpeciator meet his eyes ; 

F\ cs that confdsM him born for kingly l‘way, to 
So fierce, they tlalh’d intolerable day. 

His age in nature ' a youthful prime appear’d. 

And jud begin to bloom his yellow beard. 

Wiitne’tr lv fpoke, ids vo;c«* was heard around. 

Loud as a trim. per, with a iilvev found, 85 

A lau.vl wreath’d i^is t 'mples, frdh and given ; 

And myrtle iprigs, the marks of love, were mixed 
between. 

Upon his fill he bore, for his delight, 

An eagle well 1 vela hr. d, and bly while. 

Ilis hundred knights atur.d him to the war, 90 
AH ai m'd for battle j lave their heads were bare. 
Words and devices blaz'd on every fhicld. 

And pleating was the tenor of the field, 
l or kings, and dukes, and barons, you might fee, 
Like fparkiing liars, though different in degree, 95 
All for th' iuu'eale of arms, and love of chivalry. 
Before tlie king tame leopards led the way. 

And troops of lions innocently play. 

So Bacchus through the conquer’d Indies rode, 

And bealts in gambols friik’d before the honed god. 

In this array the war of cither fide 101 

Through Athens pals’d with military pride. 

At prime, they enter’d on the Sunday morn ; [adorn. 
Rich taptdry ipread the ftrect*, and flowers £he pods 
The town was all a jubilee of reads > 105 

So The feus will’d, in honour of his gueds 5 
Himftdf with open arms the king embrac’d, 

Then all the red in their degrees were grac’d. 

No harbinger was needful for a night. 

For every houfc wns proud to lodge a knight. 110 
I pa fs, the royal licit, nor mud relate 
The gifts bedow’d, nor how the champions fate: 

Who fir it, or lad, or how the knights addrcls’d 
Their vows, or who was faired at the feud } 

Whole voice, whole graceful dar ce did mod furprife ; 
Soft amorous fighs, and filent love of eyes. 116 
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_Thef rivals call my Mule another way. 

To ling their vigi!.> for th’ enduing day. 

’Twas ebbing daikm .'s, pa It the noon of night: 

And ' phofpher, on the confine.. o» tl. : light, izo 

Ihumis’d the (mu, c\r day began to fpring ; 

The tuneful lark already i» retch’d her wing, 

And, flickering on her nett, made ihort eilays to iing. 

When wakeful Pal mien, preventing day. 

Took, to (lie. royal lifts, nis truly way, 125 

To Venus at her fane, in iier own houle, to pray. 
There, falling on his knees before her fhrine, 

He thu.-» implor’d with pi avers h .r power divine. 
®Ciearnr Venus, genial power ef love, 

The Mil’s oi men below, and Gods above! 

Beneath the Aiding fun tlnu luniikt :hy rrcc, 

Doll fait el t fliine, and IxA b come thy place. 

For tine t lie winds their e them binds forbear. 

Thy i\n nth reveals tin fining, and opens ail the year. 
Tiiec, (.roddefs, tlv.e the homo, of winter fly, 155 
Eanh linileswilk flow ers vcii-wing, laughs ;be jVy, 
And bircL to iavs 01 love t heir tuneful notes apply. 

For thee tin lion loath*, the tnfte of blood. 

And roaring limits his female through the wood : 

For thee the bulls rebellow through the groves, *40 
And tempt the itivnm, aval .half llitir abiint loves. 

’Tis thine, wlrif e’er is plea. ant, good, or fair; 

* All nature is thy province, life thy care : 

Thou mad’lt tin world, and doil ‘ ' e world repair. 

Thou gl.iddci ot the mount oi Cy 1 Heron, i+S 

Increale- ot Jove, companion of the fun ; 

It e’er Adonis touch'd thy tender heart, 

Have pi f >*. Goddc.fi, he ;iiou know’ll the (mart. 

Alas ! X have not wolds 10 tell my grief; 

To vent my lbrrow, would be ionic uiiel ; 150 

L-gai iulfeilngs give lb leilure to complain ; 

Wt groan, but cannot i’pe ik, in greater pain. 

O Godiiet’s, Veil thylelf what I would lay. 

Thou know’ll it, and I ieel too much to pray, 
o grant my liiil, as i enforce my might ; 1 55 

tr love* to be thy champion, and thy knight ; 
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A fmw.it to thy lex, a {lavt* to thee, 

A foe profe'i to barren chilli ty. 

Nur alk I faint or honour of the field, 

Kor choofc I more to vanquifh than to yield : 160 

in my divine Emilia make nit* bleli, 

JLet tute, l'I p.ii tmi cnancc, dilp..'ic the reft : 

Find thou the manner, and the means prepare ; 
Poifcfnon, more than conqucit, is iny care. 

Afiirs is tlic v.ar.iorV, *;»xt 5 in iiiin it lies, 165 

On whom he favours to c .niter the prize; 

With finding Ubtev \ on ieruicly move 
In your fifth 01 b, and tuie the realm of love. 

The fare* but < nly livin the courier clue. 

The finell oi’ : lie wool is left for you. 170 

Spare me hut ut.e final l portion of the twine. 

Anil Lt tin. liiLvi culWiov your line: 

The reft ..mom; rh.: i-ihindi may they iwcep. 

Or .-aid it to the yarn of ibme old mlllT* lieap. 

But, it" you this ambi'ious prayer -deny, 175 

(A wiih, I gran', b.youd ium:ili>y,) 

Thru let me ii;v. beneath proud Arcite’s arms, 

And, L once de .u, !* t him polfefs her charms. 

Thus ended he ; thin, wiih cbferiance due. 

The fa red inu nil* cv her altar threw : 180 

The curlh'g lhiokc un/ 11 nrs heavy from the fires; 

.At length, it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ; 

At once the grJclo..s god do A gave the Sign, 
if r fi.i f ue ikok, an 1 trembled all the ihrine : 

Pleas’d Fal-nnon the tardy omen took* 185 

f\»r, iir.ee the flame.'; purfued the trailing liuoke, 

}ft- knew his boon was granted ; kit the day 

Tv) dilbuice driven, ■ nd joy adjourn’d with long delay. 

Now m.«n \vi'h roly light had ftreakM the iky. 

Up ru.i: the iuti, and up role Emily ; 190 

AddreisM her early ftep; to Cynthia’s fane, 

In fiale attended by her maiden train, 

Who bore the veils that holy rites require, 
lucvi'Je, and odorous gums, and cover’d fire. 

The plen Leons horns with pleaiant mead they crown. 
Nor wanted aught be fide* in honour of the moon* 196 
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Now while the temple fmolc'd with hallow'd fleam, 
They wafli the virgin in a Jiving it ream j 
The fecret ceremonies I conceal, 

Uncouth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal : 200 

But liich they were as Pagan ule requir’d. 

Perform'd by women when the men retir’d, 

Whole eyes profane their chalte mvlterious rites 
Might turn to icandal, or oblcene delights. 
Well-meaners think no harm j but for the reft, 205 
Things (acred they pervert, and iiience is the bell. 

Her Ihinmg hair, uncomb’d, was loofely Ipread, 

A crown of mail Id's oak adorn'd her head : 

When to the flirinc approach’d, the fpotlcfs maid 
Had kindled fires on either altar laid 210 

( F he rites were Inch as were oblerv’d of old, 

By Statius in his Theban tlory told.) 

Then kneeling with her hands acrofs her bread, 

Thus lowly the preferr’d her chalte recpidt. 

O Goddefs, haunter of the woodland green, 215 
To whom both heaven and earth and leas are feen $ 
Queen of the nether Ikies, where half the year 
Thy filver beams defcend, and light the gloomy fphere; 
Goddefs of maids, and conicious oi our hearts. 

So keep me from the vengeance of thy darts, 220 

Which Niohe’s devoted iflue felt, [were dealt , 

When hilling through the Ikies the feather’d deaths 
As I deiire to live a virgin life, 

Nor know the name of mother or of wile. 

Thy volrefs from my tender years T am, 225 

And love, like thee, the wood; and l'y Ivan game. 
Like death, them know’ll, I loath the nuptial date, 
And man, the tyrant of our lex, 1 hate, 

A lowly Jervant, but a lofty mate: 

Where love is duty on the female fide ; 23? 

On their’ s mere lenfual gull, and fought with furly pride. 
Now by the triple fhape, as thou art feen * 

In heav’n, earth, hell, and every where a queen, 

Grant this my firll defile j let dilcord ceale. 

And make betwixt the rivals lading peace ; 
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Quench their hot lire, or far from me remove 
The flame, and turn it on l'ome other love : 

Or, if my frowning ftars have lb decreed. 

That one mult be rejected, one fucceed. 

Make him my Lord, within whole faithful breaft 240 
Is fix’d my image, and who loves me belt. 

But, oh ! e’en that avert ! I choole it not. 

But take it. as the lead unhappy lot. 

A maid I run, and of thy virgin train j 

Oh, let me Itill that fporiefs name retain ! 2^5 

Frequent the forefts, thy chafte will obey. 

And only make the heads of chafe my prey ! 

The flumes alcend on either ;.!t; j r clear. 

While thus the blarndei's maid aJ.hvlh'd her pray’r. 
When lo ! the burning fire that (hone lb bright, 250 
Flesv otF,. all lb d den. with extiuguifti’d light. 

And left one altar dark, a little fpacc $ 

Which turn'd lei i'~ kindled, and renew’d thcldiue i 
The other victor- flame a moment flood. 

Then fell, and lirelefs left Lit’ cxlingui/h’d wood j 255 

For ever iod, the irrevocable light 

Forfook tiie blackening coals, and lunk to night ; 

At cither end it whittled it flew. 

And as the brands were green, fo drop! the dew j 
In reeled as it fell with Ivveat of fangtiine hue, 260 
The maid from that ill omen turn’d her eyes, 

And with loud fh ricks and clamours rent the Ikies, 
Nor knew what lignified the boding fign, [divine. 
But found the pow’rs di (pleas’d, and rear'd the wrath 
'I 'hen ilu.ok the faertd flmne, and fudden light 265 
Sprung through the* vaulted roof, and mane the temple 
The power, behold! the power in glory flionc, [bright. 
By her bent bow and her keen arrows knov^n $ 

The reft, a huntrefs ilming frqm the wood, 

Reclining on her cftrnel fpear fhe flood. 370 

Then gracious thus began : Di (mil’s thy fear. 

And Heaven’s unchang’d decrees attentive hear : 

More powerful Gods have torn thee from my lide, 
Unwilling to refign, and doom’d a bride : 

2 
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The two contending knights are weigh’d above ; 275 
One Mars prote&s j and one the Queen of Love : 

But which the man, is in the Thunderer's bread j 
This he pronounc’d, ’tis he who loves thee belt. 

The fire that once extinct reviv’d again, 

Forcfhews the love allotted to remain : 280 

Farcwel ! flic laid, and vanifli’d fiom the place 5 
The flieaf of arrows fiiook, and rattled in the cafe. 
Aghail at this, the royal virgin Rood, 

Difclaini’d, and now no more a filler of the wood s 
But to the parting Goddei’s thus file pray’d $ 285 

Propitious ltill be prelent to my aid, 

Not quite abandon your once favour’d maid. 

Ti.ui lighing flic return’d $ but linil’d betwixt, 

Wii.ii hopes and fears, and joys with iorrows mixt. 

The next returning planetary hour 290 

Of Mars, who fiiar’d the heptarchy of pow’r, 

His Reps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 

T’ adore with Pagan rites the pow’r armipotent 5 
Then proftrate, Jow before his altar lay, 

And rais’d his manly voice, and thus began to pray s 
-Strong God of Arms, whole iron lccptre lways 296 
The freezing North, and Hyperborean ft as, 

And Scythian colds, and Thracia’s winter coaft, 
Where ltaml ihy ftetds, and thou art honour'd moft : 
There molt j but every where thy pow’r is known. 
The fortune of the fight is all thy own : 301 

Terror is thine, and wild amazement, flung 
From out thy chariot, withers e’en the ltrong : 

And dilarray and fhameful rout enlue. 

And force is added to the fainting crew. 305 

Acknowledg’d as thou art, accept my prayer, 

If aught I have achiev'd deferve thy care : 

If to my utinoll pow'r with l'word and fliield 
1 dat’d the death, unknowing how to yield. 

And, falling in my rank. Hill kept the field : 310 

Then let my aims prevail, by thee fu ltain'd. 

That Emily by conqudt may be gain’d. 

Have pity on my pains 5 nor thole unknown 
To Mars, which, when a lover, were his own. 
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Venus, the public care of all above, 31 5 

Thy ilubborn heart has foften’d into love : 

Now by her blandishments anil powerful charms, 
When yielded Hie lay curling in thy arms. 

E’en by thy Shame, if lhamc it may be call’d. 

When Vulcan had thee in his net enthrall’d ; 32a 

O envy’d ignominy, fweet disgrace. 

When every God that law thee wish’d thy place j 
By thole dear pi cal 11 res, aid rny arms in right. 

And make me conquer in my patron’s right : 

For I am young, a novice in the trade, 325 

The fool of love, un practis'd to pcrliiade : 

And want the Soothing arts that catch the fair, 

But, caught myfelf, lie Struggling in the Snare : 

And fhe I love, or laughs at all my pain, 

Or knows her worth too well; and pays me with difdain. 
For lure I am, unlefs 1 win in arms, 331 

To (land excluded trom Emilia’s charms : 

Nor can my Strength av il, unled, by thee 
Endued by force, I gain the victory : 

Then for the fire which warm d thy gen'rous heart. 
Pity thy fubjeil’s pains, and equal Smart, 33 6 

So be the morrow’s Sweat and labour mine, 

The palm and honour of the conqut It thine : 

Then Shall the war, and Stern debate, and Strife 
Immortal, be the b urine Is of inv iite; 340 

And in thy fane, the unify {polls among. 

High on the burnifh'd roof, m> banner lliall be hung : 
Rank’d with my champion's bucklers, and below, 
With arms revers’d, ru’ uichiiVt men's of my foe: 
And while thefe limbs the vital Spirit feeds, 345 

While day tonight, and ivglit today liiccceds, 

Thy iinokingaiiar Shall be tat with load 
Of incenle, and tile grate led it earn or blood : 
Burnt^oftVrings morn and evening Shall be thine : 

And fires eternal in thy temple fhinc. 350 

r l he bufh of yellow beard, this length of hair, 

Which from my birth inviolate I bear, 

* Guiltiefs of iteel, and from the razor free, 

Shall fall a plenteous crop, reserv’d for thee. 
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So may my arms with vi&ory be blefl, 355 

I afk no more j let fate tlifpole the relt. 

The champion ceas’d $ there follow’d in the dole 
A hollow groan ; a murmuring wind arole; 

The rings of iron, that on the doors were luing. 

Sent out a jarring Ibund, and harfhly rung : '360 

The bolted gates flew open at the blaft. 

The florin rufh’d in, and Arcite flood aghaft : 

The flames were blown afide, yet (hone thev bright, 
Fann’d by the wind, ami gave a ruffled light. 

Then from the ground a feeni began to rife, 365 
Sweet-line! ling as accepted iacri/ice : 

This omen pleas’d, and as the flames afpire 
With odorous incenk* Arcite heaps the fires : 

Nor wanted hymns to Mars, or hcallun charms : 

At length the nodding flalue clafli’d his arms, 370 
And with a hidden found and Leblo cry. 

Halt funk, and hall pronounc’d, the word of victory. 
For this, with foul devour, he thank’d the God, 

And, of fuccefs fecure, return’d to his abode. 

Theft; vows thus gt anted, reus’d a ft rife above, 375 
Betwixt the God of War, and Queen of Love. 

She gram mg firfl, had right of time to plead 5 
But he had granted too, nor would recede. 

Jove was for Venus 5 but he flar’d his wife. 

And f-em’d unwilling to decide the ftrife j 380 

Till Saturn front hi a leaden throne aroie, 

And found a way the difference to compote : 

Though fp.iring of his grace, to tniichicf bent. 

He feldom does a good with good intent. 

Wayward, but wife ; by long experience taught 385 
To pkale both parties, for ill ends, he fought ; 

For tills advantage ago from youth has won. 

As not t j be outridden, though outrun. 

By fortune he was now to Venus trin’d. 

And with (tern Mars in Capricorn was jcin’d : 390 

OF him difpofing in his own abode. 

He footh’d the Goddefs, while he gull’d the God : 
Ceafe, daughter, to complain, and flint the ftrife $ 
Thy Paiamou fhall have Ins propaisM wife : 
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And Mars, the lord of conquell, in the fight 395 
Witli palm and laurel (hall adorn his knight. 

Wide is my courfe, nor turn I to my place, 

Till length of time, and move with tardy pace. 

Man feels me, when I prcfs th’ eihcrial plains. 

My hand is heavy, and the wound remains, 400 
Mine is the (hipwreck, in a watery fign ; 

And in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. 

Cold (hivering agues, melancholy care, 

And hitter b killing winds, and poison'd air. 

Are mine, and wilful death, rein king from de/pair . 
The ihrothng quinfey ’tis my liar appoints, 406 
And rheumatilms alcend to rack the joints : 

When churls rebel againft their native prince, 

I arm their hands, and furnilh the pretence ; 

And, holding in the lion’s hateful lign, 410 

Bought feiutes and deferring troops are mine. 

Mine is the privy poiloning ; I command 
Unkindly leafons, and ungrateful land. 

By me kings’ palaces are pufli’d to ground, 

Anil miners crufti’d beneath their mines are found. 41 5 
’Twas 1 (lew Satnibn, when the pillar’d hall 
. Fell down, and crufh’d the many with the fall. 

My looking is the fire of peftilencc, 

That (weeps at once the people and the prince. 

Now weep no more, but truit thy grandfire’s art, 420 
Mars (hall be pleas’d, and thou perform thy part. 

’Tis ill, though different your complexions are, 

The family of Heaven for men (hould war. 

Th’ expedient pleas’d, where neither loft his right; 
Mars had the day, and Venus had the night. 425 
The management they left to Chronos care ; 

Now turn we to th’ effe£l, and fing the war. 

In Athens all was pleafure, mirth, and pjay, 

All proper to the fpring, and fprightly May ; 

Whiclf every foul infpir’d with fuch delight, 430 
’Twas jelling all the day, and love at night. 

Heaven fmii’d, and gladded was the heart of man ; 
•And Venus had the world as when it firft began. 
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At length In deep their bodies they compofe, 

And dreamt, the future fight, and early rofe. 435 
Now fcarce the dawning day begnrt to fpring, 

As at a fignal given, the ftreets with clamours ring : 
At once the crowd arofe ; confus’d and high 
Ev’n from the heaven was heard a /limiting cry j 
For Mars was early up, and rous’d tiic Iky. 440 
The Gods came downward ro behold the wars. 
Sharpening their lights, and leaning from their ft ars. 
Tiie neighing of the generous iiorfe was heard, 

For battle by the buly groom prepar'd, 

Kuftling ofharnefs, ra triingot the fiiieKi, 445 

Clattering ot armour, furbilh’d for the field. 

Ci^iwds to the cafile mounted up the firert. 

Battering the pav.am-n- with their couriers’ feet: 

The greedy fight might there devour the gold 
Of glittering arms, too d. /tf.'ing to !x hold : 450 

And polifhhl itvel ihat erdt the vie.v afide. 

And crefted morions, with t'rV plumy pride. 
Knights, with u long . eiin n 01 their lijuires. 

In gaudy liveries march, and eju .hit attires. 

One lac’d thehfjm, anther held the lance: 455 

A third tlie thining buckler did advance. 

The courier paw’d the ground with reft le fs feet. 

And iiiorfiiig roam’d, and champ'd the golden bit. 
The fmitlis and :u nouivrs on palfreys ride, 

Files in their hands, and hammers at their fide, 460 
And nails for looien'd Jpcars, and tliongs for fiiields 
provide. 

The yeoman guard the flrccts, in feemly bands s 
And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels in their 
hands.’ 

The trumpets, next the gate in order plac’d. 

Attend the fignto found the martial blail ; 465 

The palace-yard is fill’d with floating tides, 

And the .lift coiners bear the former to the fides. 

Tiie throng is in the midlt : the common crew 
SIn.it out, the hall admits, the better few $ 

In knots they Hand, or in a rank they walk, 

Serious in afpecl, earned: in their talk, 

Vo L. Ill- L 


470 * 
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Fa6lious, and favouring this or t’ other fide, 

As their ftrong fancy or weak real’cn guide : 

Their wagers back their wiflies ; numbers hold 
With the fair freckled king, arid beard of gold : 475 
So vigorous are his eyes, luch rays they cait, 

So prominent his eagle’s beak is plac’d. 

But moft their looks on the black monarch bend. 

His rifing mufclcs and his brawn commend ; 

His double- biting axe and beamy fpear, , 4S0 

Eacfy afking a gigantic force to rear. 

All fpoko as partial favour mov’d the mind : 

And, fafe themlclves, at others’ colt divin’d. 

Walk’d by the cries, th’ Athenian chief arofe. 

The knightly forms of combat to diipofe ; 485 

And pahing through th* obsequious guards, he fate 
Conl'picuous on a throne, fublime in date ; 

There, for the two contending knights he lent ; 
Arm’d cap -a -pee, wbh reverence low tiny b v nt ; 

He fmil’d on both, and with hiper ior look 490 

Alike their offer'd adoration took. 

The people pie is on every fide, to fee 
Thtir awful princ", and hear hi- high decree. 

Then figning to their hem Ids with his hand. 

They gave his orders from their ioUy Hand. 495 
Silence is thrice enioin’d j then thus aloud [crowd. 
The king at arms bcipeaks the knights and liflening 
Our fovereign lord has ponder’d in his mind 
The means to j'pare the biood of gentle kind ; 

And of his grace, and inborn clemency, 500 

He modifies his firih ilvere decree! 

The keener edge of battle to rebate. 

The troops for honour fighting, not for hate. 

He wills, not death fhould terminate their firife : 

And wounds, if wounds infiu* be fhort of life 5 505 

But iffyes, e’er the fight, his dread command, 

That flings afar, and poniards hand to hand. 

Be baniih’d from the field ; that none fliall dare 
With fhoitened 1'vvord to (tab in cloler war; 

* But in fair combat fight with manly ftrength, 5*0 
Nor pufh with biting point, but ftriks? at length. 
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The tourney is allow'd but one career. 

Of the tough alh, with the fharp- grinded ipear. 

But knights unhors’d may rile from off the plain. 

And light on foot their honour to regain j 515 

Nor, if a< mifehief taken, on the ground 
Be (lain, but prifoners to the pillar bound. 

At either barrier plac’d j nor (captives made) 

Be freed, or arm’d anew the fight invade. 

The chief of either fide, bereft of lifq, 520 

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the ftrife. 

Thus dooms the lord : now valiant knights and young 
Fight each his fill with 1 words and maces long. 

The herald ends : the vaulted firmament 
Witli loud acclaims and valt applauie is rent : 525 

Heaven guard a prince lb gracious and lb good. 

So juft, and yet lo provident of blood ! 

This was the general cry. The trumpets found 
And warlike Ivmphony is heard around, 529 

The marching troops through Alliens take their way. 
The great earl -mar ilia l orders their array. 

The fair from high the palling pomp behold ; 

A l ain of flowers is from the windows roll’d. 

The cafements are v/irli golden ti'fue fproad, 534 
And hortes hoof’s, for earth, on filken tapeltry tread $ 
The king gov; m. lmoft, and the rivals ride 
In equai rank, and dole his either fide. 

Next after rlvfe, there rode the royal wife. 

With Em ly, the can fe and the reward of llrife. 

The following cavalcade, by three and three, 54.0 
Proceed by titles marihall’d in degree. 

Thus through the foul hern gate they take their way. 
And at the liit arriv’d ere prime of day. 

There, parting iron the king, tile diiefs divide, 544. 
And, wheeling Eaft an 1 Welt, b fore their many ride. 
Th’ Athenian monarch mounts his throne on higji. 

And after him the queen and Emily : 

Next thefe the kindred of the crown arc grac’d 
With nearer ibit;, and lords by ladies plac’d. 

Scarce were th-.y lb ate d, when with clamours loud 8 550' 
In rulh’d at once a rude promilcuous crowd : 

L z 
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The guards and then each other overbear. 

And in a moment throng the lpacious theatre. 

Now chang’d the jarring noile to whifper* low. 

As winds for faking leas more lottly blow $ 555 

When at the weftern gate, on which the car 
Is plac’d aloft that bears the God of war. 

Proud Arcite entering arm’d before his train. 

Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and dilplay’d abroad $60 

The bloody colours of his patron God. 

At that ivlf moment enters Palamon 
The gate of Venus, and the riling- fun ; 

Wav’d by the wanton winds, Itis banner flies, 

All maiden white, and fliares the people’s eyes. 565 
From Fall to Wilf, look all the world around, 

Two troops fo match'd were never to be found : 

Such bodies built for llrength, of equal age, 

In Ihiturc fix’d ; fo proud an equipage : 

The nicclt eve could no diiiiu£lion make, 570 

Where lay th’ advantage, or what fide to take. 

Thus rang’d, the herald for the lait proclaims 
A lilence, while they anfwer’d to their names : 

For lb the king decreed, to Hum the care, 

The fraud of inulters falie, the common bane of war. 
The talc was juif, and then the gates wete clos’d : 576 
And ciii-'f to chief, ami troop, to troop oppos’d. 

The heralds lull retir’d, and loudly cry'd. 

The fortune of the held be fairly try’d. 

At this, the challenger with fierce defy 5S0 

His trumpet founds j the challeng’d makes reply : 
With clangor rings the field, refounds the vaulted Iky. 
Their vizors clos’d, their lances in the reft, 

Or at the helmet pointed, or the crelt ; 

They vaniih from the barrier, ipecd the race, 585 
And Ipurring lee decreaie the middle ipace. 

A cloud of linoke envelops either holf, 

And all at once the combatants art loll : 

Darkling they join adverie, and fhock unfeen, 
Couriers With couriers juitling, men with men: 90 
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As labouring in ecliple, o while they flay. 

Till the next blafl of wind rcilores the day. 

The" io dc anew : the heauteo\is form of fight 
Is chang’d, and war an^ar* agrizly fighr. 

Tw.» troap-, hi fair arri/onv mo., lent Hi ow’d, 595 

The next,, a field with fnik-.i budic* drow’d : 

Not halt the number in thJ.r teats arc found j 
But men and Heeds lie groveling on the ground. 

The points of lpears are duck within the iliield. 

The deeds withou'- ihdr riders icuur file field. Coo 
The knight : unhors’d, on loot renew the light 5 
The glituring fuulchhms call a gleaming light : 

Hauh .rlcj avl helms are h< \vd with man / a wound : 
Out ijil.n the nivaming blood, :..kI d\c . cl u: ground. 
The oddity maces with ii.edi h ike deice.vl, 60-; 

They b»-ak the bones, and make ‘he toiid armour bend 
This ihrulis amid (he :h;v:ig with furious force : 

Down goes, a' once, the hor/er.v.m atiil the hoife: 
That courier Humbles on the /alien Heed, 

And floundering throws the rider o’er his head. 610 

One rolls along, a foot-hall to his foes j 

One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 

This hali’ng, this di fabled with his wound. 

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound. 

Where by the king's award he mull abide : 615 

There goes a captive led on t’ other fide. 

By fits they cenfe $ and, leaning on ‘.lie lance. 

Take breath a while, and to new fight advance. 

Full oft the rivals met, and neither /par’d 
His utmofl force, and each forgot to ward. 620 

The head of this was to the f iddle bent. 

The other backward to the ci upper lent : 

Both were by turns unhors’d } t:»w' jealous blows 
Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they clofe. 

So deep their faulchi mis bite, tint every ftroke 625 
Pierc'd to the quick ; and equal wounds they |jave and 
Borne far stfundcr bv the tides of men, [took, 

Like adamant and Heel they meet again. 

So when a tiger lucks the bullock’s blood, 
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A famifh’d Hon ifluing from the wood 639 

Roars lordly fierce, and cliallenges the food. 

Each claims pofleflion, neither will obey. 

But both their paws are fatten'd on the prey ; 

They bite, they tear, and while in vain they ftrive. 
The twain s come arm’d between, and both todillance 
drive. 635 

At length, as fate foredoom'd, and all things tend 
By couric of time to their appointed end ; 

So when (he fun to Weil was far declin'd. 

And both afrefh in mortal battle join’d. 

The ftrong Emetrius came in Arcite's aid, * 64a 
And Palamon with odds was overlaid : 

For, turning fiiort, he ttruck with all his might 
Full on the helmet of th’ unwary knight. 

Deep was the wound ; he dagger'd with the blovy. 
Ami turn’d him to his unexpected foe ; 

Whom with fuch foicc he ttruck, he fell’d him dow-yi. 
And cleft the circle of his golden crown. 

But Arcite's men, who now prevail’d in fight, 

Twice ten at once furround the fingle knight : 
O'erpower’d, at length, they lbrce him to the ground, 
Unyieldvd as lie was, and to the pillar bound ; 651 

And king Lycurgus* while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain . 

Who now laments hut Palamon, compell’d ! 

No more to try the fortune of the field ! 655 

And, worth than death, to view with hateful eyes, 
His rival's conqueft, and renounce the prize I 
The royal judge on his tribunal plac’d. 

Who had beheld the fight fiom firtt to la It, 

Bad ceafe the war; pronouncing from on high, 660 
Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily. 

The found of trumpets to the voice reply ’d, 

And round the royal litts the luraMs cry’d, 

Arcite Thebes has won the beauteous bride. 

The people rend the ikies with vail applanfe ; 665 

All own the chief, when fortune owns thccaufe. 
Arcite is Own’d ev'n by the Gods above, 

And conquering Mars in lulls the Queen of Lev <•. 
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So laugh’d he, when the rightful Titan fail’d, 

And Jove’s ufurping arms in heaven prevail'd. 670 
Laugh’d all the powers who favour tyranny 5 
And all the (landing army of !he iW. 

But Venus with deje&ed eye.^appcu s, 

And weeping on the (Ills diddl'd her tears ; 

Her will refus'd* which grieves a woman mod, 675 
And, in a champion roil-d, Uie crude of Love is loft* 
Till Saturn Aid, fair daughter, now be ftill. 

The blistering fool has latisfy'd his will ; 

His boon is given ; his knight lias gain'd the day, 

But loft the prize 5 th* an cars are yet to pay. 680 
Thy hour u come, and mine ihc cure liiaM be 
To plead* thy knight, and let thy promile free. 

Now while the heralds mil the lifts around. 

And Arcite, Arcite, heaven and earth redound; 

A miracle (nor ids it could be tail'd) 685 

Their joy with unexpetied Ionov. pall'd. 

The vi£lor knight l)ad laid his helm alkie, 

Part for his eale, the greater part for pride: 
Bare-headed, popularly low he bow’d. 

And paid the fill u tat ions of the crovd. 690 

Then (purring at full Jpecd, ran cn.tk.ng on 
'Where The feus late on his imperiai throne 5 
Furious he drove, and upward call his eye. 

Where next, the queui was plac’d Us Kmily ; 

Then pafling to the fuddle- bow he bent : 695 

A lweet legard the gracious virgin lent, 

(For women, to the brave an caiy prey, 

Still follow Fortune where (he leads the way) : 

Juft then, from earth Jprung our :? Drilling fire, 

By Pluto font, at Saturn’s bad deftie : 700 

The dart ling fteed was ftiz’d with ituldcn fl ight, 

And, bounding, o’er t he pommel call the knight 5 . 
Forward he flew, and pitching on his he 1 1 , 

He quiver’d with his feet, and lay for dead. 

Black was his countenance in a little (pace, 705 

For all the blood was gather'd in his face. 

Help was at hand : they rear’d hi^froni the ground. 
And from his cumbrous arms hjfclimbs unbound ; 
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Then lanc’d a vein, and watch'd returning breath 5 
It came, but clogg’d with fymptoms of hisdeath. 710 
The laddie how the noble parts had prdt, 

All bruis'd and inert’. ly’d hi* manly breaft. 

Him Hill entranc'd, and in a litter laid, 

They bore from field, and to his bed convey’d, 

At length he w a ic'd, an I, with a liebie cry, 715 
The word he lint pronounc’d was Emily. 

Mean tim ■ the king, though inwardly he mourn’d. 
In pomp triumphant to the town return'd. 

Attended by the chiefs who fought the fi.M 
(Now friendly mix’d and in one troop con poll’d ). 
Compos’d hi* looks to counterfeit* d clu :i , yzr 

And hade them net for Arclu'-.; II e to dur. : 

But that which gladded all the vv.r. ior train, 

Though inoit were fo:vlv wounded, m/ne v/e* e Ham* 
The furgeons loon cl *.i poll'd' them of t'vir .y s, 7 i 4 
And fome with f; ive whey cure, ar .,1 f ;e v i • h charms! 
Foment the bruLLs, ;md the pales r.:T; age. 

And heal tin ir inward hurts with foverelgn daughts 01 
The king in periou vifits all around, [fagel 

Comforts the lick, congratulates the found ; 736 

Honours the princely chiefs, lcwa/us live red, 

And holds for tin ice three days a royal ft a it. 

None was d if grac'd $ far falling is no ihsunc 5 
And cowardice alone is lofs of fame. 

The venturous knight is from the fiddle thrown 5 735 
But ’tis the fault of fortune, not ho own, 

If frowds and palms thv. conquering fide adorn. 

victor under better Kars was born : 

JHj&brave man li cks not popular applaufe, . 
Njjjgwver- power’d with arms, dclcrts his caule j 74.0 
tJrifham’d, though foil’d, he does the belt lie can j 
Force is of brutes, but honour is of man. 

is Imil’d on all with equal grace ; 

.et according to his place, 
reconcil’d the differing parts, t 74.5 
dwells in noble hearts, 
took 'their leave, the time expir’d ; 
and to their le vend homes retir’d. 


PALAMON AND ARC 1 TE. 129 

Meanwhile the health of Arcite ii ill impairs ; [cares ; 
From bail proceeds to worfe, and mocks the leeches 1 ' 
Swoln is his hrealt ; his inward pains in ere ale, 75 j 

All means are us’d, and all without fuccrls. 

The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart. 

Corrupts, and there remains in fpite of art ; 

Nor breathing veins, nor cupping, will prevail $ 755 
Ali outward remedies and inward fail : 

The mold of nature's fabric is deftroy’d , 

Her veliels dilcnmposTi, her virtue void : 

The bellows of his lungs begin to f\\,ell : 

All out of frame is evci y fecret cell, 760 

Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel. 

Thole breathing organ* thus within oppreft. 

With venom fo-n dill end the fmews of his breail. 
Nought profits him to lave abandon’d life, 

Nor vomits upward aid, nor downward laxative. 765 
The mid moll region batter’d and deftroy’d, 

^hen nature cannot work, th’ tffivl of art is void. 
Fprjhyfic can but mend our cra/y lla f e, 

P$m\ an old building, not a new create. 

AJjcfte is doom'd to die in all his pride, 770 

Mttft leave his youth, and yield his beauteous bride, 
GauCd hardly, againft right, arid unenjoy’d. 
wl 5 i| ’t'vas declar’d all hope of life was pa It, 
Confidence (that of nil phyfic works the lull) 

Caused him to lend for Kmily in Unite. 775 

With l^jpr, at his defile, came Palamon ; 

Then on his pillow rais’d, he thus begun. 

No lanjfaage can exprefs Ujc lmnll-.ll purr. 

Of whatj feel, and jutter in my heart, 

For you, whom belt 1 love and value moil 5 780 

But to your lervice 1 bequeath my ghott j 
Which from this mortal body when umy’d, 

Unleen, unheard, lhall hovu* at your fide 5 
Nor fright you waking, nor your deep oftend, * 

But wait officious, and your iltps attend ■. 785 

How I have lov’d, txcufe my faultring tongue, 

My fpirits feeble, and my pains arc ll^c^g. v 
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This I may fay, I only grieve to die 
Became I loll- my charming Emily : 

To die, when Heaven had put you in my power, 790 
Fate could not chooie a more malicious hour! 

What greater cur fe could envious fortune give, 

Than jull to die, when I began to live ! 

Vain men, how vanishing a bliiis we crave. 

Now warm in love, now withering in the grave ! 795 
Never, O never more to fee the fun \ 

Still dark, in a damp vault, and dill alone 1 
This fate is common ; but I lofe my breath 
Near blifs, and yet not blelVd before my death. 
Farewel 5 but take me dying in your arms, Sco 

’Tis all I cun enjoy of all your charms : 

This hand I cannot but in death refign ; 

Ah ! could I live ! but while I live ’tis mine. 

I feel my end appionch, and thus embrac’d ; 

Am pleas’d to die ; but hear me fpcak my laft& ■> 

All ! mvfwcct foe, for you, and you alone, 

I broke my faith with injur’d Palamon. 

But love the fenie of right and wrong confounds. 
Strong love ami proud ambition have no bounds., 

And much 1 doubt, fhould heaven my life prolong', 

I fhould return to jollify my wrong j ‘ 4 fcjg-u 
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Jr or, wink* my ronrwr names remain with.n, 
Repentance is but want of power t<rfin. 

With mortal hatred I pu; fu’d his life, 

Nor he, nor you, were guiltv ol the llrife : 

’I, but as J lov’d 5 yet all combin’d, 
y^r beauty, and my impotence of min l ; 

[ his concmr.nt flame, that blew my fire ; 

F fiill our kindred fouls had one defire. 

• had a moment’s light in point of time; 
Had I ken firifr, then his had been the crime. 
Fate made it mine, aval julrify’d his rlghr ; 
Nor lirdds this earth a mute deferving knight. 
For virtug^Hpur, and lor nobler blood. 
Truth, that is compriz'd in good ; 

cn, in all the world is none 
to , ^My’d as Palamon. 



13 * 


palamon and arcite. 

He loves you too, with fuoli an holy fire. 

As will not, cannot, but with life expire ; 

Our vow’d afFwflions both have often try’d, 850 

Nor any love butyour's could our’s divide. 

Then, by my love’s inviolable band, 

By my long lufFering, and my Ihort command s 
If e’er you plight your vows when I am gone. 

Have pity on the faithful Palamon. 835 

This was his laft ; for death came on amain. 

And exercis’d below his i»on reign $ 

Thtn upward to the feat of life he goes : 

Scnl’e fled before him, what he touch'd he froze : 

Vet could he not his doling eyes withdraw, 840 

■Though Id’s and Id's of Emily he law 5 
So, fpeechlcfs, for a little l'pace he lay ; 

Then grdb!d the hand he held, and ligh’d his foul away. 

But vvjmhcr went his foul, let i’uch relate 
Who fcjiSi the fecrels of the future If ate: 845 

Divines^* lay but what themf'dvrs believe ; 

Strong jNEps they have, but not demonftrative : 

For, wc-fT all plain., then all fules muft agree. 

And faith it felt b. loll in certainty. 

To live uprightly then is lure the belt, 850 

To fave oiirlelvcs, and not to damn the reft. 

The foul of Arche went where heathens go. 

Who better live than we, though lefs they know. 

In Palamon a manly grief appears ; 

Silent lie wept, a/hnm’d to fliew his tears : $55 

Kir. ilia (hrkjt'd but once, and tlu.ii, oppicfs’d 
With lb: row, funk u;\r*. hi r lover’s Ivtaft : 

Till Thefeu:; in his arm;, o.nvey’d with care. 

Far from lo fad a light, the 1 weening fair. 

Ewere lols of lime her for row to relate ; S6a 

111 bears the fex a youthfui lover ’.s fate. 

When juft approaching to the wjptial ftate. 

But, like a low- hung cloud ^jffciins lb faft. 

That all at once it fails, a^jfannot laft. 

The face of things is chang’d, and Athens now, 86 5 
That laugh'd lb late, becomes the lcene of woe ; 
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Matrons and maids, both fexes, every ftate. 

With tears lament the kinght’s untimely fate. 

Nor greater grief in falling Troy was feen 

For Hettor’s death j but He 61 or was not then. 870 

Old men with dull deform their hoary hair, 

'I’he women beat their breads, their cheeks they tear. 
Why won id’ll thou go, with one content they cry. 
When thou had It gold enough, and Emily. 

T lie feus himlelf, who Ihould have cheer’d the grief 
Of others*, wanted now the lame relief. 876 

Old Egvus only could revive his ion. 

Who various changes of the world had known, 

And llrangc vicifiitudes of human late, 

Sti'i altering, never in a Heady Hate 5 38 cj 

Goo<l after ill, and after pain delight 5 
Alternate, like the feenes of day and night j . f 
Since every in m wiio lives is born 10 die. Mg? * y, 
And none can bor.lt lint ere felicity, '*'■ 

With ecpial mind what happens let us 8S 5 

Nor joy nor grieve too much for things beyo^pfprts^c^c. 
Like pilgrims to th’ appointed place we tend ; ... 
The world’s an inn, and death the journey’s end. 

E’en kings but play; and when their part is done, 
Some o' her, worie or better, mount the throne. 890 
With words like thefe the crowd was finished, 

And lb they would have been had The feus dy’d. 

But he, their king, was labouring in his mind, 

A fitting place for funeral pomps to find, 

Which were in honour of the dead dcfign’ 4 * 895 


And* ail it long debate, at lull he found 
WHove it/elf had mark’d the /pot of ground) 

!W gtove for ever green, that come ions land, 

Where he wirjj Ealamon fought hand to hand : 

That where ^Kd his amorous iud» es 900 

WitVlbft complaints* mid felt his hotted fires, 

There otMAunes migltovade his- earthly part, 

s wberjiloYc* had burn’d his heart. 
x 0 1 v ’d , the peauitits \yere enjoin’d, 

firs, and dodder’d oaks to find. 905 
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With (bunding axes to the grove they go, 

Fell, fplit, and lay the fuel on a row, 

Vulcanian food : a bier is next prepar’d. 

On which the lifclefs body (liouM be rear’d. 

Cover’d with cloth of gold, on which was laid 91© 
The corpfc of Arcite in like robes array id. 

White gloves were on his hands, and on his head 
A wreath of laurel, mix’d with myrtle fpread. 

A (word kecn-cdg’d within his right he held, 

The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field : 915 

Bare was Ks manly vilage on the bier, 

Menac'd his countenance j even in death fevere. 

Then to rlu- p'lhice-lnli, tlu j y bore the knight, 

To 1 ^ in lid* inn Hate, a public light. 

Groans, ci’ns, and howhngs, fill the crowded place, 
And unatterted ioitow fat on every face. 921 

Sad PaJ^pion above the red appears, 

In labb^pmenls, dew’d wirh globing fears : 

His avlSr^m locks on either (boulder flow’d. 

Which Ipjjftle funeral of his friend he vow'd : 925 

But Emily, as cliief, was next his fide, 

A virgin- willow, and a mourning bride. 

Anti, that the piincely obloquies might be 
Perform’d according to his high dcgiee, 

The Heed, that bore him living to the fight, 930 

Was trapp'd with polifh’d HeJ, alt filming br’ght. 
And cover'd with tli* atchievements of the knigiit. 

Tile riders rode abrcaft, and one his (lucid. 

His lance of cornel-wood another held j 

Tlit* thin! his bow, and, glorious to behold, 355 

The cottly quiver, all ot burnifh’d gold. 

The noblclt of the Grecians next appear. 

And, weeping, on their (boulders bore the bier ; 

With ibber pace they march’d, and often ttaid. 

And through the matter- ttreet the corple convey’d. 940 
The houles to their tops with Mtafc.^cri; fpread. 

And e’en the pavements wereJflHpjfihurmng hid. 

The right fide of the pall kept, 

And on the left the royal 'JtoKus wept ; 

Vox,. Ill, M 
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Each bore a golden bowl of work divine, 945 

With honey fill'd, and milk, and mix’d with ruddy wine#* 
Then Palamon, the kinlinan of the llain, 

And after him appear’d th’ illuftrious train. 

To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright. 

With cover’d tire the funeral pile to light. 950 

With high devotion was the lervicc made, 

And all the rites of pagan honour paid : 

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian how, * 

Witli vigour drawn, mint lend the lhaft below. 

The bottom was full twenty fathom broad, 955 

With crackling Itraw beneath in due proportion (trow’d. 
The fabric teem'd a wood of rifing green. 

With fulpbur and bitumen call between. 

To feed tlie fl ones : the trees were unttious fir. 

And mountain ad), the mother of the fpcar j 960 • 

The mourner yew, and builder oak were there : 
ThclKtch, the 1‘vvimming alder, and the plfljjei/ 

Hard box, and linden of a fofter grain, ^jP>rdaiijag 
And laui^^fewhich the Gods for conque^ffi^chiel® 
How they ^SKr;ink’d, fliall reft untold’byf^^* 

With namclefi^ymphs that liv’d in j 

Nor how the dryads, or the woodland tftdtljl ^ ■ 
Dilhcriud, ran howling 011 the plain : 

Nor how the birds to foreign feats repair’d. 

Or bead’s, that bolted out, and flew the fureft bar'd 5 
Nor how the ground, now clear’d, with ghaftly fright 
Beheld the finklen fun, a (hunger to the light. 97a 
The ft raw, as firft l laid, was laid below } 

t hins and l’ere-wood was ’he fccond row ; 

thiid of givens, a.sd timber newly fell'd 5 975 

iOi ih high, itage the fragrant odours held, 

, pearls, and precious (tones, and rich array ; 

In inidft of which, embalm’d, the body lay. 


The ier v.c'* lung, thffb aid with mourning eyes 

7 ' he ftftbble tir’d j Lhe.fmouldering {Limes ante: 980. 

T ills office done, upon the ground ; 

But wlu^fty'poke, rlKd from her fwoon, 

I in mo viitjF Words to drefs j 

^fjHplves the tender fex may guefs. 
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While the devouring fire was burning fall, 985 

Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy call j 
And lome their lhiclds, and lbme their lances threw. 
And gave their warrior’s gholt a warrior’s due. 

.Full bowls of wine, of honey, milk, and blood, 

Were pour’d upon the pile of burning wood, 900 
And hiding flame > receive, and hungry lie!; the food. 
Then thrice the mounted 1 quad runs ride around 
The fire ; and Arche's name they thrice 1 Hound ; 

Hail, and farewel, they ihouted thrice amain, 994. 
'1'hricc lacing to the left, and thrice they turn’d again : 
Still as they turn’d, they beat their clattering lhields $ 
The women mix their cries j and clamour fills the fields. 
The warlike wakes continued all the night. 

And funeral games were play’d at new returning light ; 
Who naked wrcllled beft, befmear’d with oil, 1000 


Or who with gauntlets gave or took the toil, 

g : tell you, nor would you attend 5 
y hade to my long dory’s end. 

‘ reit i th.c year was fully mourn’d, 
mon long lince to Thebes rciurn’d, 
the Grecians’ gencial content, 
is Theleus held his Parliament : 


Among the laws that pafs'd, it. was decreed, 
Thatjfikquer’d Thebes from bondage Ihouid be freed; 
Relerv||g homage to tli* Athenian throne, 1010 

wfijfch the fovereign fummon’d Palarnon, 
Unknowing or the caule, he took Ids way. 

Mourn ltd in mind, and ftlll in black, array. 

The monarch mounts the throne, and plac’d on high, 
Commands into the court the beauteous Emily: 1015 
So call'd^ Ihe came ; the fen ate role, and paid 
Becoming reverence to the royal maid. 

And firlt loft whifpers through th’ aflembly went, 
With filent wonder then they watch’d th’ even*: 

All hu fil’d, the king aroie with awt#l grace, 1020 
Deep thought was in his breaft, and cou^iel in his face* 
At length he figh’d ; and, having fci||faipar'd 
Th' attentive audience, thus his^wffWleclar’di 
M a ’ 
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The caufe and fpring of motion, from above, 

Hung down on earth the golden chain of Jove : 1025 

Great was til’ effect, and high was his intent, 

Whvii peace among the jarring feeds he lent, 

Fire, flood, and earth, and air, by this were hound, 
And love, the common Jink, the new creation crown’d. 
M he chain difi holds ; for, though the forms dtcay, 
Eternal matter never wears away : 1031 

The lame fil'd movei certain bounds has plac’d. 

How long thole jV'i i livable forms lliall lail : 

Nor can they kid beyond the time aflign’d 

By that all leeing and all-nuking mind : 1035 

Shorten their hours they may ; for will is free ; 

But never pafs lli* appointed deltiny. 

So men opprelsM, when weary of their breath, 

Throw off the bin then, and I nborn their deat h. 

Then, fmcj thole forms begin, and have their end. 

On tome unalter’d caule tiny lure depend : 

Parts of the whole are we 5 hut God the whe^f 
Who gives us life and animating foul : 

For nature cannot from a part derive 
That being, which the whole can only give j 
He perfect:, liable 5 but imperfect we, 

Subje£l to change, and different in degree; 

Plants, beads, and man ; and, as our organs , 

We more or lefi» of his perfection (hare. 

But by a long delcent, th* etherial fire io^O 

Corrupts 5 and forms, the mortal part, expire : * 

As he withdraws his virtue, fo they pafs, 

And the fame matter makes another mafs : 

This law th’ .OmntJcient Power was pleas’d to give, 
That every kind fiiould by fuccel'lion live : 1055 

That individuals die his will ordains j 
The propagated fpccie» dill remains. 

The m * anarch oak, the patriarch of the trees', 

Shoots rifing up, and ipreads by flow degrees ; 

Three centuries he grows and three he flays, .1060 
ShprcmjTi date, and in three more decays 5 
padfbg, pebble in the ifreet, 
anc * towers their fatal periods meet 4 
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So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie. 

For fake n of their fprings 5 ahd leave their channels dry. 
So man, at hr It a drop, dilates with heat, 1066 

Then, form’d, the little heart begins to beat. 

Secret he feeds, unknowing in the' cell j 
At length, for hatching ripe, hr breaks the /hell. 

And ftruggles into breath, and cries for aid j 1070 
Then, helplefs, in his mother’s lap is laid. 

He creeps, he walks, and, iflhing into man, 

Grudges their life, from whence his own beg.- 11 : 
Recklefs of laws, affe£ts to rule alone. 

Anxious foreign, and reftlc/s on the throne: 1075 

Firtl vegetiw, then feels, and u albas i ift j 
Rich of three fouls, and lives all three to wade. 

Some thus 5 but thoufuuls more in flower of age : 

For few arrive to nm the latter If age. 

Sunk in the firft, in battle ibme are flain, io 3 ® 


And others whelm’d beneath the donnv main. 
WliaPinakes all this, but Jupiter the king, 

At wife command we perilh, and we Jpring ? 
TheildjBl our be ft, fmee thus ordain’d to die. 

To a virtue ofneceflity. 10S5 

Take what he gives, fmee to rebel is vain ; 

The bad grows better, which we well luftain ; 

And could we ciitife the timet and chooie aright, 

’ Tis b|jf ,to die, our honour at the height. 

When we have done our ail cc dors no /haute, 109® 
But ferv’dour friends, and well feevu'd our fame : 
Then fhould we wifli our happy life to dole. 

And leavi; no more for fortune to difpole j 
So fliould we make our death a glad relief. 

From future Ihaine, from ficknef., and from grief 11095 
Enjoying while we live the prelent hour, 

And dying in our excellence and flower. 

Then round our death- bed every friend ihouM run. 
And joyous of our conqwelt early won j 
While the malicious world with envious tears no® 
Should grudge our happy end, and wifli it theirs. 

Sine* then our Arcite is with honour 

M 3 
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Why (hould we mourn, that he fo loon is freed. 

Or call untimely, what the Gods decreed ? 

With grief as juft, a friend may be deplor’d, 1105 
From a foul prilbn to free air rdlor’d. 

Ought he to thank his kin linen or his wife, 

Could tears rtcal him into wretched life ? 

Their ibrrow hurts themlelves ; on him is loft; 
t And, worie than both, offends his happy ghoft. mo 
What then remains, hut, after pall annoy. 

To take the good vicrflitude of joy ? 

To thank the gracious gods for what they give, 
Poffeis our fouls, and, while we live, to live ? 

Ordain v/e then, two lbrrows to combine, 1115 

And in one point, th’ extremes of grief to join 5 
That thence refulting joy may he renew’d, 

Asjariing notes in harmony conclude. 

Then I piopoli* that Pnlamon fhonld be 
In marriage join’d with beauteous Emily ; 

For which already i have gain’ll th’ aflent 
Of my tu*e people in full Parliament. 

Long love to her has borne the faithful knig 
And wi ii Jeierv’d, had fortune done him rig 
’Pis time to mend her fault; lince Emily ;\i 125 
By Arcite’s death from former vows is free : 

If you, fair filler, ratify th’ accord. 

And take him for your hulband and your lort^i. 

’ I'is no dillionour to confer your grate 
On one dclcemkd from a royal race ; 1130 

And were he lets, yet years of li rvice pall 
From grateful louls exatl reward at tail : 

Pfty is Heaven’s and your’s ; nor can (he find 
A throne fo lb ft as in a woman’s mind. 

He laid ; file biulh’d ; and, as o’eraw'd by might, 1135 
Seem’d to give Theleus what file gave the knight. 
Then tuning to the .Theban, thus he laid 
Small arguments are needful to periuade 
Your temper to comply With my command ; 
Andi^ ting thus, he gave Emilia’s hand. 
#ipU’d|ppus, to behold her own true knight 
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Obtain the conqueft, though he loft the fight ; 

And blefs’d with nuptial Mil’s the tweet laborious night, 
Eros, and Anferos, on either fide, 

One fir’d the bridegroom, and one warm’d the bri ie ; 
And long-attending Hymen from above 114.6 

Shower’d on the bed the whole ldaiian gn.Vc*. 

All of a tenor was their after-life ; 

No day diicolour’d with donuttic ftrife ; 

Nojealomy, blit mutual truth believ’d, 1150 

Secure icpoie, and kindnei's undeceiv’d. 

Thus heaven, beyond the com pals of his thought 
Sent him the VAeiTmg lie io deaiiy bought. 

So may the Queen of Love long duty blefs, 

And all true lovers rind the fame i'ucc els. 1 1 55 




THE 


COCK AND THE FOX j 

OR, 

THE TALE OF THE NUN’S PRIEST. 

T HERE liv’d, as authors tell, in days of yore, 

A widow lbmewhnt old, and very poor : 

Deep in her cell her cottage lonely itood. 

Well thatch’d, and under covert of a wood. 

This dowager, on whom my ia!e I found, 5 

Since laft (he laid her hulband in the ground, 

A iimple lober life, in patience, led. 

And had but juft enough to buy her bread : 

But homwifing- the little heaven had lent, 

Sh - duly paid a groat for quarter rent : 

And pinch’d her belly, with her daughters two. 

To bring the year about with much adoj^t 

The cattle in her homeftead were thive-jfcv^f' ? 

An ewe called Molly, and three brim led t&Mps. 

Her parlour window ftuck with herbs around*" 

Of lavoury 1 in ell ; and ru flies ftrew’d the ground. 

A maple dveflev in her hall (lie had, 

On which full many a (lender meal (he made 5 
For wo delicious morfel pals’d her throat j 
According to her cloth (he cut her coat : 20 

No poignant fauce (he knew, nor coftly treat. 

Her hunger gave a relifti to her meat : 

A lparing diet did her health allure $ 

Or, fick, a pepper poflet was her cure. 

Before the day was done, her work (he fped, 25 

And never went by candle-light to bed : 

With excrcife (he Jvveat ill humours out. 

Her dancing was not hinder’d by the gout. 

Her poverty was glad 5 her heart content $ 

,JStor knew (he what the fpleen or vapours meant. 30 
Of wine (lie never tafted thro’ the year, 

B]i]rr 4 (llite and black ws^s all her homely cheer : 

Brown bread, and milk (fbut fir ft (he (kim’d her bowis) 
And rafhers of fmg’d bacon on the coals. < 
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Oti holy days, an egg, or two at moft ; 35 

But her ambition never reach’d to ro.ift. 

A yard flic had with pales inclos’d about, 

Some high, l’ome low, and a dry ditch without. 
VVishln this h aneitead liv'd, without a peer. 

For crowing ioud, the noble Hhanticieer ; 

So bight her cock, whole finging did furpufs 
The merry notes of organs at the mafs. 

More certain was the crowing of the cock 
To number hours, than is an abbey- clock ; 

And iboncr than the matfm-bell was rung. 

He clapt his wings upon his rood, and lung j 
For when diyiv«_.> fifteen alien led right, 

J iy fuve iufiin£l iu- knew 'twas one at night. 

High was his comb, and coral -red withal. 

Indents embattled like a cattle wall ; 

ISis bill was raven-black, and Ihone like jet 5 
TBlue were his legs, and orient were his feet : 

White were his nails, like filver to behold, 
is body glict’riug like the bmnilii'd gold, 
his gentle cock, for lblace of his life. 

Si* milfes had, bclides his lawful wife s 
Scandal, that {.pares wo king, tuougU ne’er fo good, 
"Says, they were all of his own fklh and blood, 

His filter.; both by fire and mother’s fide 5 
And lure their likentfs Ihew’d them near ally’d. 60 
But make the worll, the monarch did no more 
Than all the Ptolenivs had done before. 

When inec't is for inhered of a nation, 

’Tis made no finby holy difpcnlation. 

Some lines have been maintain’d by this alone, 65 
, Which by their common uglinefs are known. 

But palling this, as from our 1 ale apart. 

Dame Partlet was the Ibv’reign of his heart ; 

Ardent in love, outrageous in his play. 

He feather’d her a hundred times a- day j 70 

And <he, that was not only pacing fair, 

But was withal diicreet, aiuWebonair, 

Refolv’d the paflive do6Irine to fulfil, 

ThtP loth j and let him work his wicked will ; 
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At board and bed was affable and kind, 75 

According as their man iage-vow did bind. 

And as the church’s precept had enjoin’d. 

Kv'n lince Ihc was a le’nnight old they lay* 

Was cliafle and humble to her dying day,' 

Nor chick nor hen was known to dilobey . ^ 80 

By this her hulband's htart (he did-obtaiti$ 

Wh:it cannot beauty, join’d with virtue, gain 1 
She was his only joy, anti he her pride. 

She, when he walk’d, went pecking by his fide 5 
If, fpurniiigup the ground, he iprung a corn, 85 
The tribute in his bill to her was borne. 

But, oh ! what joy it was to hear him fing 
In dimmer, when the day began to lpring, 

Stretching his neck, and warbling in his throat, 

<l Solus cum fola,” then was all his note. 90 

For in the days of yore, the birds of parts 
Were bred to ipeak, and ling, and learn the liberal 
arts. 

It happ’d that, perching on the parlour-bGtftn, 
Amid ft his wives, he had a deadly dream. 

Juft at the dawn ; andfigh’d, and groan’d fofaft, 

As every breath he drew would be his laft. m 

Dame Fart let, ever neareft to his fide, 

Heaid all his piteous moan, and how he cry’d 
For help fjom gods and men : and lore agnaft 
She pecKftnind pull’d, and waken’d him at laft. 100 
Dear heart, laid ihe, for love of heaven, declare 
Your pain, and make me partner of your care. 

You groan, Sir, ever fincc the morning-light, 

As fomething had difturb’d yodr noble fpright. 

And rttadam, well I might, laid Chanticleer, 105 
Never was Ihrovctidc cotk in fuch a fear, 

Ev’n ftill* I run all $$ in a 1 a eat. 

My princely lenies not recover’d yet. 

For liich a dream I had of dire portent. 

That much I fear my body will be Ihent : no 

It 'bodes I lhall have wars' and woeful ftrife, 
QH^atff^biome dungeon end my life* 
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Know, dame, t dreamt, within my troubled brealt. 
That in our yard I law a murderous bead, % 

That on my body would have made arrdl ; I c 5 
With waking eyes I ne’er beheld his fellow ; 

His colour was betwixt a red and yellow: 

Tipp’d was his tail, and both his pricking ears 
Were black, and much unlike his other hairs : 

The reft, in fliape a beagle’s whelp throughout, 120 
With broader forehead, and a (harper iiiout: 

Deep in his front were Junk his glowing -eyes. 

That yet methinks I Tee him with lurprile. . 

Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy iweat, 
And lay it to my heart, and feel it beat. 125 

Now He for ihamc, quoth flie, by heaven above. 

Thou haft for ever loft thy lady’s love $ 

No woman can endure a recreant knight. 

He mult be bold by day, and free by night : 

Our fex deiires a hulb tnd or a friend, 130 

Who cm our honour and his own defend ; 

Wife, hardy, feciet, liberal of his purlej 
A fool is naufeotis, bill a coward worfo : 

No bragging coxcomb, yet no baffled knight, 

How dar’ll thou talk of love, and dar’lt not fight ? 135 
How dar’ll thou tell thy dame thou art affcar’d? 

Halt thou no manly heart, and haft a beard ? 

If ought from fearful dreams may he divin’d, 

They tignify a cock of dunghill kind. 

All dreams, as in old Galen I have read, 140 

Are from repletion and complexion bred : 

From riling fumes of indigelted food. 

And noxious humours that infett the blood ; 

And lure, my lord, if I can j ead aright, 

^Tliefe foolilh fancies you have had to-night 145 
Are certain iyinptoms (in the canting ftyle) 

Of boiling choler, and abounding biiej 
This yellow gall that in your flojuach floats. 
Engenders all tlicle vifionary thoughts. 

When choler overflows, then dreams arc bred 1 50 
Of flames, and all die family of red j 
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Red dragons, and red beads, in ileep we view, 

For humours are diftinguilh’d by their hue. 

From lienee we dream of wars and warlike things, 
And wafps and hornets with their double wings. 155 
Choier adult congeals our blood with tear, 

Then black bulls tolsus, and black devils tear. 

In 1 anguine airy dreams aloft we bound. 

With rheums apprais'd we fink in rivers drown'd. 

More I could lay, but thus conclude my theme, 16# 
The dominating humour makes the dream, 

Cato was in his Lime accounted wife, 

And he condemns them all for empty lies. 

Take my advice, and when we fly to ground. 

With laxatives preiei ve your body found, 165 

And purge the peccant humours that abound. 

I ihould be loth to lay you on a bierj 
And though there lives no 'pothecary near, 

I dare for once prcicribe for your dilcale. 

And lave long bills, and a damn'd doctor's fees. 17^ 
Two fovereign herbs which I by practice know . 
And both at hand (for in our yard they grow) $ 

On peril of my foul fhall rid you wholly 
Of yellow choljer, and of melancholy : 

You mutt both purge and vomit j but obey, 175 
And for the love of heaven make no delay. 

Since hot and dry in your complexion join. 

Beware the fun when in a vernal figu $ 

For when he mounts exalted in the ram. 

If then he finds your body in a flame, 1S0 

Replete with choier, l dare lay a groat, 

A tertian ague is at leaft your lot. 

Perhaps a fever (which the Gods forefend) 

May bring your youth to fome untimely end : 

And therefore, fir, as you define to live, 185 

A day pr two before your laxative, 

Take juft three worms, nor under nor above, 

Becaufe the Gods unequal numbers love. 

Thefe diegftives prepare you for your purge $ 
CtfesdSyr centaury, and fpurge, ■> 19a 



*45 


THE COCK AND THE FOX. 

And of ground -ivy add a leaf or two, 

All which within our yard or garden grow 5 
Eat thefe, and be, my lord, of better cheer ; 

Your father’s fon was never born to fear. 

Madam, quoth he, grammercy, for your care, 195 
But Cato, whom you quoted, you may fpares 
“Tis true, a wile and worthy man he fecms. 

And, as you fay, gave no belief to dreams: 

But other men of more authority, 

And, by th’ immortal powers, as wife as he, 200 
Maintain, with founder fenfe, that dreams forbodej 
For Homer plainly lays they come from God. 

Nor Cato laid it : but iome modern fool 
Impos’d in Cato’s name on boys atfchool. 

Believe me. madam, morning dreams forefhew 20 
Th’ events of things, and future weal or woe : 

Some truths are not by reafon to be try’d. 

But we have lure experience for our guide. 

An ancient author, equal with the belt, 

Relates this tale of dreams among the re It. 2:0 

Two friends or brothers, with devout intent. 

On fome far pilgrimage together went. 

It happen'd lb that, when the Jun was down, 

They juft'arriv’d by twilight at a town : 

That day had been the baiting of a bull, 215 

’Twas at a fcalt, and every inn lo full 

That no void room in chamber, or on ground. 

And but 6ne forry bed was to be found : 

And that, fo little it would hold but one, 

Though till this hour they never lay alone. 220 

So were they forc’d to part ; one Hay’d behind. 

Hi*. fellow fought what lodging he could find s 
At laft he found a Hall where oxen Hood, 

And that he rather chole than lie abroad. 

’Twas in a farther yard without a door ; 225 

But, for his eafe, well litter'd was the floor. 

His fellow, who the narrow bed had kept, 

Was weary, and without a rocker flept : 

Supine he fnor'd, but in the ^ead of night. 

He dreamt his friend appear’d before his fight, 230 
Vol. III. M 
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Who, with his ghaftly look anti doleful cry. 

Said, Help me, brother, or this night 1 die : 

A rile and help, bdore all help be vain, 

Or in an ox’s itali I lhall be ilain. 

Rous’d from his left 1 , he waken'd in a ftart, 235 

Shivering with horror, and witli aching heart ; 

At length to cure himlclt by realon tries ; 

’Tis but a dream, and what are dreams but lies ? 

So thinking, chang’d his fide, and clos’d his eyes. 

His dream returns j his friend appears again : 240 

The murderers come, now help, or I am Ilain : 

’ Twas but a vifion dill, and viiicns are but vain. 

He dreamt the third : but now his inend appear’d 
Pale, naked, pierc’d with wounds, with blood be- 
iinear’d : 

Thrice warn’d, awake, laid he, relief is late, 245 
The deed is done j but thou revenge my fate : 

Tardy ot aid, unleal thy heavy eyes, 

Awake, and with the dawning day arile : 

Take to the weilern gate thy ready way. 

For by that paflage they my coipit convey : 150 

My cor pie is in a tumbril laid, among 

The filth and ordure, and inclos’d with dung : 

That cart arrelt, and raife a common cry 5 
For 1 acred hunger of my gold, 1 die : 

Then Ihcw’d his grifly wound : and laft he drew 255 
A piteous ligb, and took a long adieu. 

The frighttet friend arofe by break of ilay, 

And found the Hall where late his lellovv lay. 

Then of his impious holt inquiring more, 

Was aniwci’d that liis gueit was gone before ; ,260 

Muttering, he went, laid he, by morning light. 

And much complain’d ot his ill it It by night. 
Thisiais’d lul’picion irr the pilgrim’s mind j 
BtcaufeaJJ hofts are of an evil kind ; 

And oft to Ihaie the ipoils with robbers join’d. 265 
His dream conlir m’d his thought : with troubled look 
Straight to the weltein gate his way he took ; 

There, $gj|]is dream fontpld, a cart he found, 

That chnfpfa compolt forth to dung tJhe ground. 
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This, when the pilgrim faw, he ftretch’d his throat. 
And cry’d out murder with" a yelling note. 271 

My murder’d fellow in this cart lies dead. 

Vengeance and juftice on the villain’s head. 

Ye magi (hates, who 1 acred laws difpenfe, 

On you 1 call, to punifti this offence. 275 

The word thus given, within a little fpace, 

The mob came roaring out, and throng’d the place $ 
All in a trice they calf the cart to ground. 

And in the dung the murder'd body found ; 

Though breathlefs warm, and reeking from the wound. 
Good heaven, whole darling attribute we find 281 
Is boundleis grace, and mercy to mankind, 

Abhors the cruel ; and the deeds of night 
By wondefous ways reveals in open light: 

Murder may pafs unpunifh’d for a time, 285 

But tardy juftice will o’ertake the crime. 

And oft a lpeeditr pain the guilty feels : 

The hue and cry of heaven purfiics him at the heels : 
Frefh from the fait, as in the prelcnt cafe, 

The criminals are feiz’d upon the plac e: 290 

Carter and holt confronted face to face. 

Stiff in denial, as the law appoints, 

On engines they diilend their tortur’d joints : 

So was confelfion forc’d, th’ offence was known. 

And public iuftico on th’ offenders done. 295 

Here may you fee that vilions are to dread ; 

And in the page that follows this, I read 
Of two young merchants, whom the hope of gain 
Induc’d in partnerfhip to crofs the main : 

Waiting till willing winds their fails fupply’d, 300 
Within a trading town they long abide. 

Full fairly fituate on a Invent fide. 

One evening it befel, that looking out, 

The wind they long had with d was come ab#ut': 
Well pleasM they went to rdf; and if the gale 305 
Till morn continued, both rciblv’d to fail. 

But as together in a bed they lav, 

The younger had a dream at break of day. 

N2 
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A man he thought /too d frowning at his /ides 
Who warn’d him for his fafety to provide, 310 

Nor put to fea, but l'afe on /hore abide. 

I come, thy genius, 'to command thy day $ 

Tru'd not the winds, for fatal is the day. 

And death unhop’d attends the watery way. 

The vifion laid, and vanifh’d from his fight : 315 

The dreamer waken’d in a mortal fright : 

Then pull’d his drowfy neighbour, and declar’d 
What in his Humber he had fee 11 and heard. 

His triend imil’d fcornful, and with proud contempt 
Rejefts as idle what his fellow dreamt. 320 

Stay, who will ftay ; for me no fears redrain. 

Who follow Mercury the god of gain ; 

Let each man do as to his fancy feems, 

I wait not, I, till you have better dreams. 

Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes ; 325 

When monarch JR talon deeps, this mimic wakes ; 
Compounds a medley of disjointed tilings, 

A mob of coblers, and a court of kings : 

Light fumes are merry, grofler fumes are iad$* 

Both are the reafonahle lbul run mad j 330 

And many monftrous forms in deep we fee. 

That neither were, nor are, nor e’er can be. 

Sometimes forgotten things long cad behind 
Ru/h forward in the brain, and come to mind. 

The nurle’s legends are for truth’s receiv’d, 335 

And the man dreams but what the hoy believ’d. 

Sometimes we butrehearfe a former play. 

The night reftores our actions done by day ; 

As hounds in deep will open for their prey. 

In Ihorf, the farce of dreams is of a piece, 340 

Chimeras all ; and move abiurd, or lei’s : 

You, who believe in tales, abide alone ; 

Whate’fir I get this voyage is my own. 

Thus while he fpoke, he heard the /houting crew 
That call’d aboard, and took his laft adieu. 345 
The veflU .^vent before a merry gale, 

And foi’-cp&ick padage put on every fail ; 
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But when leaft fear’d, and e’en in open day. 

The mifchief overtook, her in the way : 

Whether flie iprung a leak, I cannot find, 350 

Or whether Ihe was /verl'ct with wind, 

Or that lb me rock below her bottom rent ; 

But down at once with all her crew (he went : 

Her fellow fhips from far her lois delcry’d ; 

But only file was lunk, and all were fafe bciide. 355 
By this example you are taught again. 

That dreams and vilions are not always vain : 

But if, dear Parrlet, you aic dill in doubt. 

Another tale dull make the former out. 

Kcnelm, the fon of Kenulph, Mercia's king, 360 
Whole holy life the legends loudly fing, 

Warn’d in a dream, his murder did foretel 
From point to point as after it betel : 

All circumttances to his nnrfe he told 
(A wonder from a child of ievt-n years old) 3^5 

The dream with honor heard, the good old wife 
From treaiun couniel’d him to guard his life j 
But dole to keep the fecret in his mind. 

For a boy\ vifion final! belief would find. 

The pious child, by proinile bound, obey'd, 37a 
Nor was the fatal murder long delay’d s 
By Quenda flain, he fell before his time. 

Made a young martyr by his filler’s crime. 

The tale is told by venerable Bede, 

Which at your better leifure you may read. 375 

Macrobious too relates the vifion lent 
To the great Scipio, with the fam’d event ; 

Objections makes, but after makes replies, 

And adds, that dreams are often prophefies. 

Of Daniel you may read in holy writ, 380 

Who, when the king his vifion did forget, 

Could word for word the wonderous dream repeat* 

Nor lefs of patriarch Joleph undei ftand, 

Who by a dream enflav’a the Egyptian land j 
The years of plenty and of dearth foretold, 38 5 

When, for their bread, their liberty they fold. 

N 3 
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Nor muft th" exalted butler be forgot. 

Nor he whole dream prefac'd his hanging lcf. 

And did not Crne fus the fame death to re fee. 

Rais’d in his vifion on a lofty tree ? 350 

The wife of Heflor, in his utmoft pride, 

Dreamt of his death the night before he dy’d $ 

Well was he warn’d from battle to refrain, 

But men to death decreed are warn’d in vain : 
Hedar’dthe dream, and by his fatal foe was (lain. 395 
Much more I know, which I forbear to fpeak, 

For fee the ruddy day begins to break ; 

Let this fuffice, that plainly I forefee 
My dream was bad, and bodes adverfity : 

But neither pills nor laxatives I like. 

They only lerve to make the well man fick : 

Of thefe his gain the (harp phyfican makes, 

And often gives a purge, but feldom takes : 

They not corrett, but poifon all the blood. 

And ne’er did any but the doctors good. 

Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all ^ 

With every work of ’pothecary’s hall. 

Thefe melancholy matters 1 forbear j 
But let me tell thee, Partlet, mine, and fwear 
That when I view the beauties of thy face, 

I fear not death, nor dangers, nor dii grace : 

So may my foul have blifs, as when I lpy 
The lcarlet red about thy partridge eye, 

While thou art conftant to thy own true knight, 
While thou art mine, and I am thy delight, 415 
All forrows at thy prefence take their flight. 

For true it is, as «« in principio, 

** Mulier eft hominis confuiio.” 

Madam, the meaning of this Latin is, 

That woman is toman his lovereign blift. 

For wh%n by night I feel your tender fide, 

Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride. 

Yet I have fuch a folace in my mind, 

That all my boding cares are caft behind ; 

And e’en already I forget rgy dream : 415 

lie fa y, and downward flew from off the beaut ; 
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For day- light now began apace to fpring, 

The thruTh to whiftle, and the lark to fmg. 

Then crowing clapp’d his wings, th’ appointed call 
To chuck his wives together in the hall. 430 

By this the widow had unbarr’d the door. 

And Chanticleer went ftrutting out before, 

With royal courage, and with heart fo light. 

As Ihew’d he fcorn’d the vifions of the night. 

Now roaming in the yard he fpurn’d the ground, 43 5 
And gave to Partlet the firft grain he found. 

Then often feather’d her with wanton play, 

And trod her twenty times e’er prime of day 5 
And took by turns, and gave lb much delight. 

Her lifters pin’d with envy at the fight. 440 

He chuck’d again, when other corns he found. 

And lea reel y deign’d to let a foot to ground. 

But fwagger’d like a lord about his hall, 

And his feven wives came running at his call, 

’Twas now the month in which the world began 
(If March beheld the firft created man) 446 

And iince the vernal equinox, the l'un. 

In Aries twelve degrees, or more, had run ; 

When calling up his eyes againft the light. 

Both month, and day, and hour he mcaiiir’d right ; 
And told more truly than th’ Ephemeris : 451 

For art may err, but nature cannot mils. 

Thus numbering times and ieaions in his breaft, 

His lecond crowing the third hour confefs’d. 

Then turning, faid to Partlet, See, my dear, 455 
How lavilli nature has adorn’d the year ; 

How the pale primrofe and blue violet fpring, 

»Aiid birds eflay their throats difus’d to fing : 

All theie are ours 5 and L with plealure lee 
Man ftrutting on two legs, and aping me : 46# 

An unfledg’d creature, of a lumpilh frame. 

Endow’d with fewer particles of flame ; 

Our dame fits couring o’er a kitchen fire, 

I draw frefh air, and nature’s works admire s 
And e’en this day in more.dellj|ht abound. 

Than, iince I was an egg, I ever found. 
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The time fhall come wlien Chanticleer (hall wifh 
His words unlaid, and hate his boafted hlil's : 
l he crefted. bird lhall by experience know, 

Jove made not him his matter-piece below ; 470 

And learn the latter end of joy is woe. 

The vcffd of his bhl’s to dregs is run. 

And heaven will have him tafte his other tun . 

Ye wife, draw near, and hearken to my talc, 
Which proves, that oft the proud by flattery fall : 

The legend is as triu\l undertake 4.76 

As T 1 i ft ran is, and Launcelot of the lake : 

Which all our ladies in liich reverence hold. 

As if in hook of martyrs it were told. 

A fox f ill-frai ght with leaning Ihnflity, 4S0 
That fear'd an oath, but, like the devil, would lie ; 
Who look’d like Lent, and had the holy leer, 

And durlt not fin before he laid his prayer ; 

This pious cheat, that never luck’d the blood. 

Nor chew’d the flelh of lambs, but when he could'; 
Had palm’ll three fin miners in the neighbouring wood r 
And muling long, whom next to circumvent, 487 
O11 Chanticleer iiis wicked fancy bent : 

And in his high imagination catt 
By ftratagem to gratify his tafte. 490 

The plot contriv’d, before the break of day. 

Saint Reynard through the hedge had made his way ; 
The pale was next, hut proudly with a bound 
He lcap’d the fence of the forbidden ground ; 

Yet, 1 earing to be feen, within a bed 495 

Of coleworts he conceal’d his wily head; 

Then fculk’d till afternoon, and watch’d. his time, 

( As murderers uie) to perpetrate his crime. 

O hypocrite, ingenious to deftroy, 

O traitor, worie than Sinon was to Troy $ 500 

O vile ii*bverter of the Gallic reign, 

More fa lie than Gano was to Charlemaignl 

O Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour 

Hid ft thou forfake the lafety of thy bower : 

Better for thee thou haiHt b^iev’d thy dream, ■ 505 
-&ml not tha&day descended from the beam l 
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But here the do6lors eagerly difpute s 
Some hold predellination abfolute : 

Some clerks maintain, that heaven at fir ft forefees, 
Ami in the virtue of forefight decrees. 510 

If this be fo, then preference binds the will. 

And mortals are not free to good or ill : 

F or what he fir It fore law he mull ordain. 

Or its eternal prefcience may be vain : 

As had tor us, as prefcience had not been s 515. 
For firft or laft, lie’s author of the lin. 

And who fays that, let the blaipheming man 
Say worth e’en of the devil if he can. 

For how can that eternal Power be juft 

To punilh man, who lins becaufe he mull ? 520 

Or, how can he reward a virtuous deed. 

Which is not done by us ; but firlt decreed. 

I cannot bolt this matter to the bran. 

As Bnul ward in and holy Auftin can 5 

If prefcience can determine actions fo 525 

That we mult do. bccaule he did foreknow. 

Or that, foreknowing, yet our choice is free. 

Not forc’d to lin by drift- necdlity 5 
This drift neceffity they fimple call. 

Another fort there is conditional. 530 

The firlt fo binds the will, that things foreknown 
By fpontaneity, not choice, are done. 

Thus galley- Haves tug willing at their oar. 

Content to work, in profpeft of the fliore ; 

But would not work at all if not conilrain’d before. 
That other does not liberty conltrain, 536 

But man may either aft, or may refrain. 

{leaven made us agents free to good or ill, 

Anil forc’d it not, though he forefaw the will. 
Freedom was firft bedow’d on human race, 54.0 

And prefcience only held the fecond place. 
f**Tf he could make fuch agents wholly free, 

I not difpute, the points too high for me 5 

For heaven’s unfathom’d power what man can found. 

Or put to his omnipotence \ bound ? 545 
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Ho made us to his image, all agree j 
That image is the lbul, and that inuft be 
Or not the Maker’s image, or be free. 

But whether it were better man had been 

By nature bound to good, not free to fin, 550 

I wave for fear of fplitting on a rock. 

The tale I tell is only of a cock ; 

Who had not run the hazard of his life, 

Had he believ’d his dieam, and not his wife : 

For women, with a mi (chief to their kind, 555 

Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind. 

A woman’s counfel brought us firft to woe, 

And made her man his paradife forego, 

Where at heart’s cafe he liv’d ; and might have been 
As free from forrow as he was from fm. 560 

For what the devil had their lex to do. 

That, horn to follow, they prefum’d to know, 

And could not fee the ferpent in the grafs ? 

But I my (elf prelume, and let it pals. 

Silence in times of differing is the heft, 585 

’Tis dangerous to dilturb an hornet’s nelt ; 

In other authors you may find enough. 

But all they fay of dames is idle (luff, 
legends of lying wits together bound. 

The wife of Jfa'Ji would throw them to the ground ; 
Thele are the words of Chanticleer, not mine, 571 
I honour dames, and think their lex divine. 

Now to continue what my tale begun : 

Lay madam Part let, balking in the fun, 

Brcuft- high in land, her lifters, in a row, 575 

Enjoy'd the beams above, t.he warmth below. 

The cock, that of hisflefli was ever free. 

Sung merrier than the mermaid in the (ea : 

And fo betel, that as he cad his eye, 

A.noi*g the coleworts 011 a butterfly, 580 

He fdVfalfe Reynard where lie lay full low ; 

‘ I heed iK)t iv^yhe had no lift to crow : 

But ct y?d> cock^ and gave a fudden ftart, 

A* lore dilinuy-d, and flighted at his heart j 



THE COCK AND THE FOX. 1 5 5 

For birds and bea its > inform'd by nature, know 585 
Kinds oppolite to theirs, and fly their foe 
So Chanticleer, who never faw a fox. 

Yet fliunn’d him as a tailor flums the rocks. 

But the falle loon who could not work his will 
By open force, employ’d his flattering tkill j 5*;o 

I hope, my lord, laid he, 1 not offend ; 

Arc you afraid of me that am your friend ? 

1 weie a bead indeed to do you wrong, 

1, who have lov'd and honour’d you lb long: 

Stay, guttle Sir, nor take a falle alarm, 595 

tor on my loul, I never meant you harm. 

1 come to fpy, nor as a traitor prel's, 

To learn the lecrcts of your loft recefs : 

Far he from Keynard io profane a thought, 

But by the tweet ne Is of your voice was brought : 600 

For, as I bid my beads, by chance I heard 
The loughs of an angel in the yard ; 

A long that would have charm'd th’ infernal gods, 
And banifli’d horror fiom the dark abodes ; 
liad Orpheus lung it in the nether fplieie, 605 

So much the hymn had pleas'd the tyrant’s ear, 

'lhe wile had been detain’d to keep the huiband there. 

My lord, your lire familial ly I, knew, 

A peer defer ving lucli a Ion as you : 

lie, with your lady mother, (whom heaven rdf) 610 

Has often gtac’d my houie, and been my gueff : 

'i’o view his living features dees me good $ 

For 1 am your pi. or neighbour in the w ood j 
And in my cottage llioukl be proud 10 fee 
The worthy heir ot my in end's handy . 615 

# But lmce I lpcak or linging, let me lay. 

As with an upright htart I lately may, 

r i hat, lave yourlelf, there breathes not on the giound 

One like your father for a filver iound. * 

So lweetly would he wake the winter day, - 620 

”1 hat matrons to the church miliook tlieir way. 

And thought they heard the merry organ play. 

And he, to raile his voice v^ilh artful care, 

(What will not beaux attempt to pleaic the fair i) 
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On tiptoe flood to fing with greater ftrength, 625 
And ff retch'd his comely peck at all tlie length : 

Ami while he ftx*ain’d his voice.to pierce the Ikies, 

As laints in raptures ufe, would (hut his eyes. 

That the found ftriving through the harrow throat. 
His winking might avail to mend the note. 630 

By this, in long, he never had his peer, 

From Tweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ; 

Not Maro’s mull*, who Tung the mighty man. 

Nor Pindar’s heavenly lyre, nor Horace when a Twan. 
Your anceftors proceed from race divine : 633 

From Brennus and Belinus is your line ; 

Who gave to fovereign Rome fucli loud alarms, 

That ev’n the priefts were not excus’d from arms. 

Belides, a famous monk of modern times 
Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes, 640 

That of a parilh-prieft the fon and heir, 

(When fons of priefls were from the proverb clear) 
Affronted once a cock of noble kind. 

And either lam’d his legs, or ftruck him blind $ 

For which the clerk his father was difgrac’d, 645 
And in his benefice another plac’d. 

Now fing, my lord, if not for love of me. 

Yet for the fake of Tweet faint charity 

Make hills and dales and earth and heaven rejoice, 

And emulate your father’s angel voice. 650 

The cock was pleas’d to hear him fpeak To fair. 
And proud befide, as Tolar people are ; 

Nor could the treafon from the truth defery. 

So was he ravilh’d with this flattery : 

So much the more, as from a little elf, 655 

He had a high opinion of himlelf ; 

Though fickly, flender, and not large of limb. 
Concluding all the world was made for him. 

Ye princes rais’d by poets to the gods. 

And Alexander’d up in lying odes, 660 

Believe not every flattering knave’s report. 

There’s many a Reynard lurking in the court j 
And he (hall be receiv’d with more regard 
And liften’d to, than raodeif truth is heard. 
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This Chanticleer, of whom the (lory (ings, 665 
Stood high upon his toes and clapp’d his wings ; 

Then ftretch’d his neck, and wink’d with both his eyes, • 
Ambitious as he fought th’ Olympic prize. 

But, while he pain’d himfelf to raife his note, 

Falie Reynard rufh’d, and caught him by the throat. 
Then on his back he laid the precious load, • 671 
And fought his wonted (helter of the wood : 

Swiftly lie made his way, the mifehief done. 

Of all unheeded, and purfued by none. 

Alas, what (lay Is there in human date, 675 

Or who can fhun inevitable fate ? 

The doom was written, the decree was .pad. 

Ere the foundations of the world were cad ! 

In Aries though the fun exalted flood. 

His patron planet to procure his good ; C So 

Yet Saturn was his mortal foe, and he. 

In Libra rais’d, oppos’d the fame degree: 

The rays both good and bad, of equal power. 

Each thwarting other made a mingled hour. 

On Friday mom he dreamt this direful dream, 625 
Crofs to the worthy native, in his lcheme ! 

Ah blilsful Venus, goddefs of delight. 

How couldlt thou fuffer thy devoted knight, t 
On thy own day to fall by foe opptefs’d. 

The wight of all the world who i'erv’d thee bed ? 6gto 
Who, true to love, was all for recreation. 

And minded not the work of propagation. 

Gaufride, who cculd’ft fo well in rhyme complain 
The deatlj of Richard with an arrow (lain. 

Why had not I thy mufe, or thou my heart, 695 
To ling this heavy dirge with equal art ! 

That I like thee on Friday might complain 5 
For on that day was Coeur do Lion (lain. 

Not louder cries, when Ilium was in flames,# 

Were fent to heaven by woeful Trojan dames, 700 
When Pyrrhus tofs’d on high his burnifli’d blade. 

And offer’d iMam to his father’s (hade. 

Than for the cock the widow’d poultry made. 

Voi,. III. O 
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Fair Partlet firft, when he was borne from fight, ' 

With fovereign fhrieks, bewail’d her captive knight : 
Far louder than the Carthaginian wife, 70S 

When Aldrubal her hufband loft his life, 

When (he beheld the fmouidring flames afcend. 

And all the Punic glories at an end : 

Willing into the fires fhe plung’d her head, 710 
With greater eafe than others leek their bed. 

Not more aghaft the.matrons of renow n. 

When tyrant Nero burn’chth’ imperial town. 

Shriek’d for the downfal in a doleful cry. 

For which their guiltlefs lords were doom’d to die. 715. 

Now to my ftory I return again : 

The trembling widow, and her daughters twain. 

This woeful cackling cry with horror heard. 

Of thole dift rafted dam lei s in the yard j 

And ftarting up beheld the heavy light, 7 20 

How Reynard to the foreil took his flight. 

And crols his back, as in triumphant icorn, 

The hope and piliar of the houle was borne. 

The fox, the wicked fox, was all the cry : >' 

Out from his houle ran every neighbour nighfj ,*5 
The vicar firft, and after him the crew. 

With forks and ftaves, the felon to purfue. 

Rail Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band, * 

And Malkin, with her diftaff in her hand $ 

Ran cow and calf, and f amily of hogs, 730*., 

In panic horror of pu rliiing dogs ; 

With many a deadly grunt and doleful fqueajc. 

Poor fwine, as if their pretty hearts would break. 

The lliouts pf men, the women in dii’may. 

With Ihrieks augment the terror of the day. 73 & 
The ducks that heard the proclamation cry'd. 

And fear’d a perlecution might betide, 

Full twenty mile from town their voyage take, 

Obfcurc in rulhes of the liquid lake. 

The geele fly o’er the barn j the bees in arms 74 Cfc 
Drive heading from their waxen cells in (warms,, 
SudBlt London- (lone*, with all his rout, 

Struck fpjrthe city with lb loud a fhout 5 
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And atsriiugr up beheld the heavy *ighi , 

,|; HotrUrjiiiM to the fhresl tookfrU nbgrJil', 
A»'d croft M» back, ai in triumphant acorn . 
The hope and pilkirof the house -wa* borne. • 
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Not when with English hate they did purfue 
A Frenchman or an unbelieving Jew : 74.5 

Not when the welkin rung with one and all ; 

And echoes bounded back from Fox’s hall : 

Earth le< m’d to link beneath, and heaven above to fall. 
With might and main they chas’d the murderous fox. 
With brazen trumpets, and inflated box, 750 

To kindle Mars with military founds, 

No«- wanted horns t’ inlpire fagacious hounds.' 

But ( lv how Fortune can confound the wile. 

And, when they Jeall expect it, turn the dice. 

The captive cock who lcarctcoulddraw his breath, 755 
And lay within the verv jaws of death ; 

Yet in this ngr'.ny his fancy wrought, 

And fear lupplv’d him with this happy thought : 
Your’s is the prize, victorious prince, faid he. 

The vicar my defeat, and all the village fee ; 760 

Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may. 

And bid the churls that envy you the prey 
Call back* their mungril curs, and ceale their cry, 

See fools, the Iheltcr of the wood is nigh, 

And Chanticleer in your defpight lhall die : 765 

He fhall be pluck’d and eaten to the bone. 

’ ris well advis’d, in iaith it fliall be done ; 

This Reynard faid : but, as the word he (poke. 

The pri loner with alpring from prifon broke : 

Then ftretch’d his feather’d fans with all his might, 770 
And to the neighbouring maple wing’d his flight 5 
Whom when the ti aitor late on tree beheld. 

He curs’d the gods, with lhamc and lorrow fill’d ; 
Shame for his folly, furrow out of time, 

For plotting an unprofitable crime ; 775 

* 5 fet, mattering both, th’ artificer of lies 
Renews th’ anaulr, and his lalt battery tries. 

Though I, faid he, did ne’er in thought ofi^nd, 
How juftly may my lord fuJpeCl his friend 1 
Th’ appearance is again 11 me, I confds, 
Who.ieemingly have put jou indillrefss 
You, if your goodneis doej not plead my ^nife. 

May think J broke all hofprtable laws, 

o * 


7 80 



tSo DRYDEN’S POEMS. 

To hear you from your palace-yard by might. 

And put your noble perlon in a fright : 7S5 

This, (nice you take it ill, I mull repent, 

Though heaven can witnels, with no bad intent s 
I pra6Us’d it, to make you tade your clieer 
With double pleafu re, fird prepar’d by fear. 

So loyal fubje&s often leize their prince, 79® 

Forc’d (for his good) to feeming violence, 

Yet mean his (acred perfon not the lead offence. 
Delcend 3 fo help me Jove as you (hall find 
That Reynard comes of no dinembling kind. 

Nay, quoth the cock 3 but 1 beflirew us both, 795 
If I believe a (hint upon his oath : 

An honed man may take a knave’s advice. 

But idiots only may he cozen’d twice : 

Once warn’d is well bewar’d 3 not flattering lies 
Shall looth me more to fmg with winking eyes, Soo 
And open mouth, for fear of catching flies. 

Who blindfold walks upon a river’s brim, 

When he fhould fee, has he dderv’d to (wim ? 

Better, fir cock, let all contention ceafe. 

Come down, fa id Reynard, let us treat of peace. $05 
A peace with all my foul, laid Chanticleer 5 
But, with your favour, I will treat it here : 

And led the truce with treafon fhould be mixt, ' 
’Tis my concern to have the tree betwixt. 

THE MORAL. 

In this plain fable you th’ effect may fee 8 10 

Of negligence, and fond credulity : 

And learn lx tides of flatterers to beware. 

Then mod pernicious when they fpeak too fair. 

The cock and fox the fool and knave imply ; 

Tiie truth is moral, though the tale a lie. 815 

Who fooke in parables 1 dare not fay 3 
But lure he knew it was a pleating way, 

Sound fenfe, by pin in example, to convey. 

And in a heathen author we may find, 

Tint pleasure with inltruftion fhould be join’d} 

$0 take the corn, and leave the chaff behind. Sxi 



THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF : 

THE LADY IN THE ARBOUR. 

A VISION. 

N OW turning from the wintYy figns, tlio fun 
His courlc exalted through the ran had run, 
And, whirling up the ikies, his chariot drove 
Through Taurus and the light (omc realms of love 5 
Where Venus from her orb ddeendi in (bowers, 5 
To glad the ground, and paint the fields with dowers : 
When firft the tender blades of grids nppc.v. 

And buds, that yet the bind of Earns le.ir, 

Stand at the door of life, and doubt to c lor he the year : 
Tiil ^entle heat, and ildt repeated rains, 10 

Make the green blood to dance within their veins : J 
Then, at their call embolden'd, out they come, 

And fvveli the germs, and Surd the narrow room 5 
Broader and broader yet, their blooms difplay. 

Salute the welcome fun, and entertain the day. 15 
Then from their breathing fouls, the Averts repair. 

To icent the (kies, and purge th’ unwholefome air : 

Joy f pleads the heart, and, with a general fong, 

Spring iffues out, and leads the jolly months along. 

In that fvveet ieafon, as in bed 1 lay, 20 

And fought in deep to pals the night away, 

I turn'd my weary’d fide, but dill in vain, 

Though full of youthful health, and void of pain : 
Cares I had none, to keep me from my reft. 

For love had never enter’d in my bread ; 25 

1 wanted nothing fortune could fupply, 
did (he (lumber till that hour deny. 

I wonder’d then, but after found it true, 

Much joy had diy’d away the balmy dew : 

Seas would be pools, without the bndhing airf 30 
To curl the waves : and lure lome little care. 

Should weary nature lb, to make her want repair. 

When Chanticleer the fecond watch had fung, 
Seining the (corner deep, from bed { fprung i 
O 1 
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And drefling, by the moon, in loofe array, 35 

Pafs’d out in open-air, preventing day. 

And fought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way. 
Straight as a line in beauteous order ftood 
Of oaks unfhorn a venerable wood ; 

Frelh was the grafs beneath, and every tree 40 

At did a nee planted in a due degree. 

Their branching arms in air with equal fpace 
Stretch’d to their neighbours with a long embrace j 
And the new leaves on every bough were fecn, 

Some ruddy colour’d, fome of lighter green. 45 

The painted birds, companions of the ipring. 

Hopping from fpray to ip ray, were heard to fing. 

Both eyes and ears receiv’d a like delight. 

Enchanting raufic, and a charming light. 

On Philomel I fix'd my whole delire, 50 

And liften’d for the queen of all the quire ; 

Fain would I hear her heavenly voice to ling § 

And wanted yet an omen to the fpring. 

Attending long in vain, 1 took the way. 

Which through a path but Icarcely printed lay $ 5^ 

. In narrow mazes oft it leem’d to meet, *’ 

And look’d as lightly prcls’d by fairy feet. 
Wandering, I walk’d alone, for Hill methought 
To lbme Itrange end lb ft range a path was wrought ts 
At laft it led me where an arbour ftood, 60 

The Ihcred receptacle of the wood : 

This place unmark’d, though oft I walk’d the green. 
In all my progrels I had never fecn : 

And, feiz’cl at once with wonder and delight, 

Gaz’d all around me, new to the tranfporting light. 65 
’Twas bench’d with turf, and goodly to be fecn. 

The thick young grafs arole in frelher green : 

The mound was newly made, no fight could paf» 
Betwixt the nice partitions of the grafs ; 

The well-united iods lo clqlely lay j 70 

And all around the lhades defended it from day : 

For fycamores with eglantine were fpreatl, 

. A het|gp about the lutes, a* covering over-head. 
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And lo the fragrant brier was wove between. 

The l'ycamore and flowers were mix’d with green, 73 
That nature feem’d to vary the delight, 

And fatisfy’d at once the fmell and fight. 

The matter workman of the bower was known 
Through fairy -lands, and built for Oberon ; 

Who twining leaves with fuch proportion drew, 80 
They rofc by mealure, and by rule they grew $ 

No mortal tongue can half the beauty tell : 

For none but hands divine could work lo well. 

Both roof and fides were like a parlour made, 

A loft recefs, and a cool iummer lhade j 85 

The hedge was fet fo thick, no foreign eye 
The perlons plac’d within it could elpy : 

But all that pafs’d without, with eafe was feen. 

As if nor fence nor tree was plac’d between. 

’Twas border’d with a field $ and lbme was plain 90 
With grafs, and lbme was low’d with rifing grain. 
That (now the dew with fpangles deck’d the ground) 
A fweeter lpot of earth was never found, 

I look'd and look’d, and Hill with new delight j 
Such joy my foul, iuch plea fures fill'd my fight : 95 

And the fretti eglantine exhal’d a breath. 

Whole odours were of power to raife from death. 

Nor lullen diicontent, nor anxious care, 

Ev’n though brought thither, could inhabit there : 
But thence they fled as from their mortal foe j 100 
For this fweet place could only pleasure know. 

Thus as I rinis’d, I call afule my eye, 

And law a medlar-tree was planted nigh. 

The fjpreading branches made a goodly Ihow, 

•And full of opening blooms was every bough : 105 

A goldfinch there I law with gawdy pride 
Of painted plumes, that hopp’d from fide to fide. 

Still pecking as flie pafs’d $ and ttill Ihe drew. 

The lweets from every flower, and fuck’d the dew s 
Suffic'd at length, flic warbled in her throat, ix» 
And tun’d her voice to many a merry note. 

But indiftinft, and nelther.fweet nor clear, 

Yet fuch as footh’d my foul, and pleas’d my ear. 
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Her fhort performance was no fooner try’d. 

When <he I fought, the nightingale, reply’d; 115 
So fweet, to thrill, l’o varioully (lie lung, 

That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung : 

And I fo ravifh’d with her heavenly note, 

I llood entranc’d, and had no room for thought. 

But, all o’erpower’d with eeftafy of blifs, 120 

Was in a pleating dream of paradiie ; 

At length I wak’d, and looking round the bower, 
Search’d every tree, and pry’d on eveiy flower. 

If any where by chance I might elpy. 

The rural poet of the melody : 125 

For ftill methought flic fung not far away s 
At lafl I found iier on a laurel fpray. 
dole by my fide flic fat, and fair in light, 

Full in a line again A her op polite $ 

Where flood with eglantine the laurel twin’d ; 130 

And both their native l'weets were well conjoin’d. 

On the green bank l iar, and liflcii’d long 
(Sitting was more convenient for the long) : 

Nor till her lay was ended could I move, 

But wilh’d to dwell for ever in the grove. 135, 

Only methought the time too fwiftly pal's’d, 

And every note, I fear’d, would be the lafl. 

My fight and iinell, and hearing, were employ’d, 

And all three fenfes in full gufl enjoy'd. 

And what alone did all the reft l’urpal’s, 14.® 

The fweet poffeflion of the fairy place 5 
Single, and conlciousto my ft* If alone 
Of pleafures to th’ excluded world unknown : 

Plealures which no where elle were to be found. 

And all Elyfium in a fpot of ground. 14.5, 

Thus while I lat intent to lee and hear, 

And drew perfumes of more than vital air. 

All ludcjenly I heard th’ approaching found 
Of vocal mufic, on th’ inchanted ground ; 

An holt of faints it feem’d, lo full the quire 5 150' 

As if the blefs’d above did all conlpire 
To join lliek voices? and ntjgleiSl the lyre. 
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At length there iflued from the grove behind 
A fair aflembly of the female kind : 

A train lefs fair, as ancient fathers tell, 155 

Seduc’d the fons of heaven to rebel. 

1 pals their form, and every charming grace. 

Lets than an angel would their worth debate : 

But their attire, like liveries of a kind 
All rich and rare, is freth within my mind. 160 

In velvet white as fnow the troop was gown'd, 
Theltarns with fparkling emeralds let around : 

Their hoods and lleeves the lame ; and purfled o’er 
With diamonds, pearls, and all the Ihiningflore 
Ofealtern pomp : their long defending train, 165 
With rubies edg’d, and lapphires, fwept the plain,: 
High on their heads, with jewels richly let. 

Each lady wore a radiant coronet. 

Beneath the circles, all the quire was grac’d 
With chaplets green on their fair foreheads plac’d. 170 
Of laurel ibine, of woodbine many more \ 

And wreaths of Agnus caftus others bore : 

Thcle lalf, who with thofe virgin crowns weredrefs*d. 
Appear’d in higher honour than the reft. 

They danc’d around : but in the midft was Teen 175 
A lady of a more majeftic mien $ 

By ftature and by beauty mark’d their fovereign queen. 

She in the midft began with fober grace ; 
Herfcrvants’ eyes were fix’d upon her face, 

And, as ihe mov’d or turn'd, her motions view’d, 180 
Her meai'ures kept, and ftep by ftep puriii’d. 
Rethought fhe trod the ground with greater grace, 
With more of godhead Ihining in her lace $ 
flAnd as in beauty ihe furpais’d the quire, 

So, nobler than the reft, was her attire. 185 

A crown of ruddy gold inclos’d her brow. 

Plain without pomp, and rich without a (how*: 

A branch of Agnus caftus in her hand 
She bore aloft (her iceptre of command) : 

Admir'd, ador’d by all the circling crowd, 19a 

For wherefoe’er ihe turn’d her face, they bow’d ; 
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And as (he danc’d, a roundelay flic lung. 

In honour of the laurel, ever young : 

She rais’d her voice on high, and lung fo clear. 

The fawns came fcudding from the groves to hear : 
And all the bending forefl lent an ear. 196 

Atjevery dole (he made, th’ attending throng 
Reply'll, and bore the burden of the long : 

So juft, fo (mail, yet in fo lweet a note. 

It (eem’d the mufic melted in the throat. aoo 

Thus dancing on, and tinging. as they danc’d, 

They to the middle of the mead Advanc’d, 

Till round my arbour a new ring they made. 

And footed it about the lecret (hade. 

O’erjoy’d to fee the jolly troop fo near, 105 

But ibmewhat aw’d, I (hook with holy fear 5 
Yet not fo much, but that I noted well 
Who did the moll in fong or dance excel. 

Not long I had oblerv’d, when from afar 
I heard a hidden Jymphony of war ; ’210 

The neighing couriers, and the loldiers cry. 

And founding trumps that fetm’d to tear thclky : 

I faw, loon after this, behind the grove 
From whence the ladies did in order move. 

Come iflliing out in arms a warrior train, *15 

That like a deluge pour’d upon the plain : 

On barbed deeds they rode in proud array. 

Thick as the college of the bees in May, 

When iwarming o’er *he du(ky fields they fly* 

New to the flowers, and intercept the (ky. no 

So fierce they drove, their couriers were id fleet, 

That the iurf trembled underneath their teet. 

To tell their coltiy furniture were long, • 

The Cummer's day would end before the long : 

To purchale but the tenth of all their (tore, n$ 

Would i*nake the mighty Periian monarch poor. 

Yet what I can, 1 will ; before the relt 
The trumpets ifl'ued in white mantles drefs’d s 
A numerous troop, and all their heads around 
With chaplets green of cental oak were crown'd, a'jo 
And at each trumpet was a banner bound j 
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Which waving in the wind difplay’d at large 
Their matter’s coat of arms, and knightly charge. 
Broad were the banners, and of fnowy hue, 

A purer web the filk-worm never drew. 235 

Tne chief about their necks the icutcheons wore, 
With orient pearls and jewels powder’d o’er : 

Broad were their collars too, and every one 
Was le'' about with many a coftly ttone. 

Next ihefe of kings at arms a goodly train 24.0 

In proud array came prancing o'er the plain : 

Their cloaks were cloth of filvcr mix'd with gold. 

And garlands green around their temples roll’d *, 

Rich crowns were on their royal Icutcheons plac’d. 
With lapphires, diamonds, and with rubies grac’d : 
And as the trumpets their appearance made, 24.6 
Sothefe in habi s were alike array'd ; 

But with a pace more lbber, and more llow ; 

And twenty, rank in tank, they rode a row. 

The purfuivants came next, in number more 5 250 

And like the heralds each his icutcheon bore : 

.Clad in white v Ivet all their troop they led. 

With each an oaken chaplet on Ins head. 

Nine royal knights in equal rank fucceed, 

Each win rior mounted on a fiery lteed ; 255 

In golden armour glories to behold j 

The rivets of their arms were nail’d with gold. 

Their lurcoats of white ermin fur were made, 

With cloth of gold between, that call a glittering 
(hade : 

The trappings of their deeds were of the fame ; 260 

The golden fringe ev’n let the ground on flame. 

And drew a precious trail : a crown divine 
Of laurel did about t heir temples twine. 

Three henchmen were for every knight aflign’d. 

All in rich lively clad, and of a kind : • 265 

White velvet, but unihorn, for cloaks they wore, 

And each within his hand a truncheon bore : 

The foremoft held a helm of rare device ; 

A prince’s ranfom would no* pay the price. 
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The fecond bore the buckler of his knight, 27a 

The third of cornel -wood a fpear upright, 

Headed with piercing fteel, and polifh’d bright. 

Like to their lords their equipage was feen, 

And all their foreheads crown’d with garlands green. 

And after thele came, arm’d with fpear and Ihield, 
An holf fo great as cover’d all the field, 276 

And all their foreheads, like the knights before. 

With laurels ever green were fhadedo’er. 

Or oak, or other leaves of lading kind. 

Tenacious of the 11 cm, and firm againft the wind. 280 
Some in their hands, befidc the lance and fhield. 

The bows of woodbine or of hawthorn held, 

Or branches for their myllic emblems took. 

Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial oak. 

Thus marching to the trumpet’s lofty found, 285 
Drawn in two lines adverfe they wheelM around. 

And in the middle meadow took their ground. 

Among theml’elves the tourney they divide, . . 

In equal Iquadtons rang’d on either fide. 

Then turn’d rheir horles heads, and man to man, 290 
And ftecd to deed oppos’d, the jults began. 

They lightly let their lances in the reft. 

Anil, at the iign, againft each other prefs’d : 

They met. 1 fitting at my cafe beheld 
The mix'd events, and fortunes of the field. 295 

Some broke their 1 pears, l'ome tumbled boric and man. 
And round the field the lighten’d couriers ran. 

An hour or more, like tides, in equal fway 
They rulh’d, and won by turns, and loft the day : 

At length the nine (who ftill together held) 300 

Their fainting foes to (hameful flight compell’d. 

And with rdiitlefs force o’er-ran the field. 

Thus, to their fame, when fiuifh'd was the fight* 

The vigors from their lofty fteeds alight : 

Like them, difmounted, all the warlike train, 305 
And two by two proceeded o’er the plain : 

Till to the fair affembly they advanc’d, . 

Wh£ near the fecret arbour lung and danc’d. 

1 
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The ladies left their meafures at the light, 

To meet the chiefs returning from the fight, 310 
And each with open arms embrac’d her choien knight. 
Amid the plain a fpivading laurel flood, 

The grace and ornament of all the wood : 

That pleafing fhade they fought, a loft retreat 
From fudden April Ihowers, a llielter from the heat : 
Her leafy arms with fucli extent were lpread, 316 
So near the clouds was her afpiring head, \ 

That hods of birds, that wing the liquid air, 

Perch'd in the boughs, had night iy lodging there ; 
And flocks of fneep beneath the inuie troni far 320 
Might hear the rattling hail, and wint’ry war; 

From heaven's inclemency here found retreat. 

Enjoy’d tne cool, and Ihunn’d the fcorching heat : 

hundred knights might there at eale abide $ 

And every knight a lady by his fide : 325 

The trunk itfelf iuch odours did bequeath. 

That a JVloluccan breeze to theft was common breath. 
The lords and ladies here, approaching, paid 
Their homage, with a low obeilance made : 

And Item'd to venerate the lh c red lhade. 330 

Thel’e rites perform’d, their pica lures they purfue, ‘ 
With long of love, and mix with pleafures new j 
Around the holy tree their dance they frame. 

And every champion leads his choir n dame. 

I call my fight upon the farther field, 335 

And a frdh object of delight beheld : 

For from the region of the weft I heard 
New mufic found, and a new troop appear’d ; 

Of knights, and ladies mix’d a jolly band, 

.But all on foot they march'd, and hand in hand. 340 
The ladies drels’d in rich lyinars were ieen 
Of Florence latin, flower’d with white and green. 

And for a fhade betwixt the bloomy grideiin.* 

The borders of their petticoats below 
Were guarded thick with rubies on a row ; 345 

And every dainfel wore upon her head 
Of flowers a garland blended white and red. 

VOL. III. P 



I 70 DRYDKN’S POEMS. 

Attir’d in mantles all the knights were feen. 

That gratify’d the view with cheerful green : 

Their chaplets of their ladies colours were, 350 

Compos’d or white and red, to (hade their fhining hair. 
Before the merry troop the minllrels play’d j 
All in their mailer’s liveries were array’d. 

And clad in grten, and on their temples wore 

The chaplets white and red their ladies bore. 355 

Their inllrumcnts were various in their kind, 

Some for the bow, and fbme for breathing wind : 

The lawtry, pipe, and hautboy’s noily band, [hand. 
And the loft lute trembling beneath the touching 
A tuft of dailies on a flowery lay 360 

They law, and thitherward they bent their way j 
To this both knights and dames their homage made. 
And clue obeilance to the daily paid. 

And then the band of flutes began to play, 

To which a lady lung a virelay : 365 

And ftill at every dole fhe would repeat 

The burden of the long, “ The daily is fo fweet.” 

The daily is fo lweel, when fhe begun, 

The troop of knights and dames continued on. 

The concert and the voice lo charm’d riiy ear, 370 
And looth’d my loul, that it was heaven to hear. 

But loon their pleafure pals’d : at noon of day. 

The fun with lultry beams began to play : 

Not Sirius (hoots a fiercer flame from high, 

When with his poiibnous breath he blalts the Iky : 375 
Then droop’d the fading flowers (tneir beauty fled) 
And clos’d their fickly eyes, and hung the head j 
And, rivel’d up with heal, lay dying in their bed. 

The ladies gain’d, and fcarcely could refpire j » 

The breath they drew, no longer air, but fire ; 380 

The fainty knights were lcorch'd ; and knew not 
To rurt for flielter, for no lhade was near j [where 
And aftei this the gathering clouds amain 
Pour’d clown a ftorm of rattling hail anti rain : 

And lightning flalh’d betwixt : the field and flowers, 
Burnt up before, were buried in the (bowers. 386 
4 a 
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The ladies and the knights, no fhelter nigh, 

Bare to the weather and the wint’ry fky, 

Were dropping wet, diiconfolate, and wan, 

And through their thin array receiv’d the rain j 39 ■> 
While thole in white protcfted by the tree 
Saw pal’, in vainth’ a fra u It, and flood from danger free. 
But as compaflion mov’d their gentle minds, 

Wlierr ceas’d the ftorm, and lilent were the winds, 
Difplea^’d at what, not fullering, they had lien, 395 
They went to cheer the fa6lion of the green : 

The queen in white array, before her band. 

Saluting, took her rival by the hand; 

So did the knights and dames, with courtly grace, 

And with behaviour l'weet their fot s embrace, 4.00 
Then thus the queen with laurel on her brow. 

Fair filter, I have fufter’d in your woe ; 

Nor (hall be wanting aught within my power 
For your relief in my reb elling bower. 

That other anfwei ’d with a lowly look, 405 

And foon the gracious invitation took : 

For ill at eaic both flic and all her train 
The icorchingfun had home, and beating rain. 

Like courtely was us’d by all in white. 

Each dame a dame receiv’d, and every knight a knight. 
The laurel champions with their fwords invade 411 
The neighbouring foretls, where the jults were made, 
And ferewood fiom the rotten hedges took. 

And feeds of latent fire from flints provoke : 

A cheerful blaze aroie, and by the fire 41 5 

They warm’d their frozen feet, and dry'd their wet at- 
JRefrefh’d ipith heat, the ladies fought around [tire. 
For virtuous herbs, which, gather’d from the ground, 
T*hey fqueez’d the juice, and cooling ointment made. 
Which on their fun-burnt cheeks, and their ckap’t 
(kins they laid : t 4 -° 

Then foughtgreen liiHads, which they bade thepi cat, 
A fovereign remedy for inward heat. 

The lady of the leaf ordain’d a feaft. 

And made the lady of the flower her guelt : 

P % 
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When lo, a bower attended on the plain, 42 5 

With fudden Teats ordain’d, and large Tor either train. 
This bower was near my pleal’ant arbour plac’d. 

That 1 could hear and lee whatever pafs’d : 

The ladies Tat with each a knight between, 
Diflinguifh’d by their colours, white and green ; 430 

The vanquilh’d party with the vigors join’d. 

Nor wan.ed Tweet difcoui ie, the banquet of the mind. 
Mean time the minftivls play’d on either Tide, 

Vain of their art, and for thcmailery vied : 

The Tweet contention laited Tor an hour, 435 

And reach’d my fecret arbour from the bower. 

The Tun was let ; and Vefpcr, to l’upply 
His abTent beam* had lighted up the Iky *. 

When Philomel officious all the day 
To ling the lervice of tlf enluing May, 440 

Fled f rom hci laurel (hade, and wing’d her flight 
Directly to the queen array'd in white : 

And lr;, ping lat familiar on her hand, 

A new ir.ufician, and increas'd the band. 

The goldfincli, who, to ffiun the lealding heat, 445 
Had chang’d the medlar for a fa tier leat, 

And hid in bitfhes *lc:ipM the bitter fhower, 

Nbw perch'd upon the lady of the flower; 

And e?t f .lifter holding out their throats. 

And To 1 "ivg up tiieir wings, renew’d their notes : 450 
As if ail day, preluding to the fight. 

They only had rehears’d, to Ting by night : 

The banquet ended, and the battle done. 

They danc’d by liar -light and the friendly moon : 
And when they were to part, the laureat queen 455 
Supply’d with ftteds the lady of the green. 

Her and her train conducing on the way. 

The mo'.u to follow, and avoid the day. 

Tills when I Taw, inquifitive to know 
The iecrct moral of the myftic Ihew, 460 

1 ftarted from my fiiade, in hopes to find 
Some nymph to iatisfy my longing mind s 
And as my fair adventure fell, I found 
A lady all in white, with laurel crown’d. 
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Who clos'd the rear, and foftly pac’d along, 465 
Repeating to hcrfelf the former long. 

With due refpc& my body I inclin’d. 

As to Tome being of fuperior kind, 

And made my court according to the day, 

Wifhingher queen and her a happy May. 470 

Great thanks, my daughter, with a gracious bow. 

She laid j and I, who much delir’d to know 
Of whence lhe was, yet fearful how to break 
My mind, adventur’d humbly thus toipeak : 

Madam, might 1 p efiune and not oftend, 475 

So may the liars and Alining moon attend 
Your nightly 1 ports, as you vouch lafe to tell 
What nymphs they were who mortal forms excel, 

And what the knights who fought in lifted Helds lb well. 
To this the dame reply’d: Fair daughter, know, 480 
That what you law was all a fairy Ihow : 

And all thole airy (hapes you now behold. 

Were human bodies once, and clothM with earthly 
Our fouls, not yet prepar’d for upper light, [mould. 
Till doomlclay wander in the Andes of night j 485 
This only holiday of all the year. 

We priviledg’d in lunAiinc may appear : 

With fongs and dance we celebrate the day. 

And with due honours 11 flier in the May. 

At other times we reign by night alone, 490 

And polling through the Ikies purine the moon ; 

But when the morn arilis, none are found 5 
For cruel Demogorgon walks the round. 

And if he finds a fairy lag in light. 

He drives the wretch before, and laflies into night* 495 
All courteous are by kind j and ever proud 
With friendly offices to help the good. 

I11 every land we have a larger Ipacc 
Than what is known to you of mortal race s 
Where we with green adorn our fairy bovvers, 50a 
Andev’n this grove, uniien before, is ours, 

Know farther ; every lady clothM in white, 

And, crown’d with oak ami laurel every knight. 
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Are fervants to the leaf, by liveries known 
Of innocence ; and I myfelfam one. 50$ 

Saw you not her fo graceful to behold 
In white attire, and crown'd with radiant gold ? 

The fovereign lady of our land is flie, 

Diana call’d, the queen of chaftity : 

And, for the fpotlefs name of maid file bears, 510 
That Agnus callus in her hand appears ; 

And all her train, with leafy chaplets crown’d. 

Were for unblam’d virginity renown’d ; 

But thole the chief and highelt in command 
Who bear thole holy branches in their hand : 515 

The knights adorn 'd with laurel crowns are they, 
Whom death nor danger never could dilinay. 
Victorious names, who made the world obey : 

Who, while they liv’d, in deeds of arms excell’d. 

And after death for deities were held. 

But thole, who wear the woodbine on their brow, 
Were knights of love, who never broke their vow ; 
Firm to their plighted faith, and ever free 
From fears, and fickle chance, and jealouly. 

The lords and ladies, who the woodbine bear, $z 5 
As true as Triftram and Tfotta were. 

But what are thofe, laid I, th’ unconquer’d nine. 
Who. crown’d with laurel-wreaths in golden armour 
Ihine ? 

And who the knights in green, and what the train 
Of ladies drels’d with dailies on the plain ? 530 

Why both the bands in worlhip difagrte, 

And fome adore the flower, and fome the tree ? 

Juil is your fuit, fair daughter, laid the dame s 
Thofe laurel’d chiefs were men of mighty fame ; 

Nine worthies were they call’d of different rites, 53^ 
Three Jews, three Pagans, and three Chriftian knights. 
Thefc, you lee, ride foremoft in the field. 

As they the foremoll rank of honour held. 

And all in deeds of chivalry excell’d : 

Their temples wreath’d with leaves, that Hill renew ; 
For deathlefs laurel is the vigor’s due ; 54* 
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Who bear the 4 fows were knights in Arthur’s reign, 
Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charlemain : 

For hows the ftrength of brawny arms imply. 

Emblems of valour and of viffory. 54.5 

Behold an order yet of newer date. 

Doubling th. ir number, equal in their ftate ; 

Our England’s ornament, the crown’s defence. 

In battle brave, protestors of their prince : 

Unchang’cl by foitune, to their foveieign true, 550 
For which their manly legs are bound with blue. 
Their of the garter call’d, of faith untlain’d. 

In lighting fields the laurel have obtain’d, 

And well icpaid the honours which tlusy gain'd. 

The lauiei wreaths were firlt by Caeiar worn, 555 
And Rill they Cce/ar’s liic cellars adorn : 

One leaf or this is immorraJiry, 

And more of worth than all the world can buy. 

One doubt remains, laid I, the dames in green, 

What were their qualities, and who their queen ? 560 
Flora commands, laid fhe, thole nymphs and knights. 
Who liv’d in ilothful eale and loofc delights ; 

Who never aits ot honour durlt purine, 

The men inglorious knights, the ladles all untrue : 
Who, nurs’d in idlenels, and train’d in courts, 565 
Pal's M all their precious hours in plays and fports, 

Till death behind came talking on, unlcen. 

And wither’d (like the lloi m) the frefhnefs of their 
Tliefe, and their males, enjoy their prefent hour, (green. 
And therefore pay their homage to the flower. 57 j 
B ut knights in knightly deeds ihou\d pVfevere, 

And illll continue what at firlt they were ; 

Continue, and proceed in honour's lair career. 

No room for cowardice, or dull delay ; 

From good to better they fiiould urge their way. 575 

For this with golden Ipurs ilu: chief i are erac’d. 

With pointed rowels arm’d to mend their luifle ; 

For this with lading leaves their brows are bound ; 
For laurel is the fign of labour crown’d, 

Which bears the bitter blafl, nor Ihaken falls to grounds 
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From winter v* inch it iuffers no decay, 58 1 

For ever frefh and fair, and every month is May. 

Ev’n when the vital fa p retreats below, 

iEv’n when the hoary head is hid in l’now 5 

The life is in the leaf, and Hill between 585 

The fits of falling inow appears the ftieaky green, 

Not fo the flower, which Infls for little l'pace, 

A /hort-liv’d good, and an uncertain giace j 
This way and that the fetble lUm is driven, 

Weak to fuftainthe florins and injuries of heaven.* yo 
Propp’d by the fpring, it lifts alofi the head, 

But of nfickly beauty, ioon to /bed } 

In fummer living, and in winter dead. 

For things of tender kind, for pleafurc nu de, 

Shoot up wi h fwift increafe, and hidden are decay’d. 
With humble words, the wifi it I could name, 596 
And proffer’d lervicc, I repaid the dame j 
That, of her grace, the gave her maid to know 
The it-cret meaning of this 11101 al /how. 

And /lie, to prove what piofit I had made 6co 

Of myfiic truth, in fables firll convey'd. 

Demanded till the next returning May, 

Whether the leaf or flower I would obey ? 

I chol'c tlie leaf $ fhefinii’d with i'obcr cheer, 

And wifli’d me fair adventure lor the year, 605 

And gave me chanm and figils, for defence 
Again/l ill tongues that lcaudai innocence t 
But J, laid /lie, my fellows mult purine. 

Already paft the plain, and cut of view. 

We parted thus j 1 homeward fped my way, 610 
Bewilder’d in the wood till dawn of day : 

And met the merry crew who danc’d about the May. 
Then late refre/h’d with fleep, I role to write 
Til.- vifionary vigils of the night ; 

Bluih,as thou may’ll, my little hook, with ftiame, 615 
Nor licpb with homely verle to pinthafe fame j 
For tuch my Maker dvpfe : and lb ddign’d 
'Iliy limple llyle to fuitthy lcwly kind. 618 
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HER TALE. 

I N days of old, when Arthur fill’d the throne. 

Whole a Ci s and lame to foreign lands were blown 5 
The king of elfs and little fairy queen 
Gambol'd on heaths and danc'd on every green; 

And where the jolly troop had led the round, 5 

The grnfs unbidden roll*, and mark'd the ground : 

Nor darkling did they glance, thefilver light 
Of Phoebe lav'd to guiue their Heps aright, 

And, with their tripping pleas’d prolong the night. 
Her beams they follow’d, where at full Ihe play’d 10 
Nor longer than Ihe ihed her horns they flay’d. 

From ther.ee with airy flight to foreign lands convey’d. 
Above the reft, our Britain held they dear. 

More lblemnly they kept their labbaths here, 

And made more 1 nations rings and it veil'd half the year. 

I i’peak of ancient times, for now the Twain 16 
Returning late may pal’s the woods in vain. 

And never hope to fee the nightly train : 

In vain the dairy now with mint is drefs’d. 

The dairy-maid experts no fairy gueft, 20 

Tolkim the bowl;,, and after pay the feaft. 

She lighs, and (hakes her empty flioes in vain. 

No filver penny to reward her pain s 

For priefts, with prayers and other goodly geer. 

Have made the merry goblins difappear; 25 

And where they play’d their merry pranks before. 
Have 1 ‘prinkcd holy water on the floor : 

And (nut s.that tluougU the wealthy regions run, 
Thick as the motes that twinkle in the fun, 

Relbrt to farmers rich, and bid’s their halls, 30 

And exerciie the beds and crofs the walls : 

This makes the fairy quires forl’ake the placj?. 

When once 'tis hallow’d wit h the rites of grace : 

But- in the walks where wicked elves have been,' 

The learning of the parifh now is lien. 

The midnight par ion polling o’er the green, 
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With gown tuck’d up, to wakes for Sunday next, 
With humming ale encouraging his text ; 

Nor wants the holy Jeer to country girl betwixt. 

From fiends and imps he Jets 1 lie village. lice, 

There haunts not any incubus but he. 

The maids and women need no danger fear 
To walk, by night, and fanflity ib near: 

For by fume haycock, or feme (hadv thorn, 

He bids his beads both even long and mom. 

It ib heft I in this king Aitluir’s reign, 

A lully knight was pricking o'er the plain ; 

A bachelor he was, and of the courtly train. 

It happen'd, as he rode, a dam fa 1 gay 
In ruffe t robe s to market took her way s 
Soon on the girl he caft an amorous eye, 

So itraightfhe walk'd and on her patterns high j 
If feeing her belli nd lie lik’d her pace. 

Now turning fhort, he better likes her face. 

He lights in hafte, and, full of youthful fire. 

By force accompliJh’d his obfeene deiire : 

This done, away lie rode, not uuelpy’d. 

For [warming at his back the country cry’d s 
And once in vie v they never loll the light, 

But feiz’d, and pinion’d, brought to court the knight. 

Then courts of kings were held in high renown, 6 1 
Ere made the common brothels of the town : 

There, virgins honourable vows receiv’d, 

But chafie as maids in monafteries liv'd ; 

The king himfelf, to nuptial ties a Have, 65 

No bad examples to his poets gave : 

And they, not bad, but in a vicious age, 

Had not, to pleafe the prince dtbauclfd the ftage. 

Now, what fliould Arthur do? he I«>v’d the knight, * 
But lovercign monarchs are the fan rev of right : 70 

Xlov'd by the damiel’s tears and common cry, 

He doom'd the brutal ravilher to die. 

But fair Geneura role in his defence. 

And pray’d fo hard for mercy from the prince, 

That to his queen the king th’ offender gave, 

And left it in her power to kfill or lave : 
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This 'gracious ncl the ladies all approve, 

Who thought it much a man fhould die for love; 

And with their iniltrefs join’d in dole debate 
(Covering their kindnefs with dillembled hate), 80 
If not to free him, to piolong his fate. 

At l a it agreed they call’d him by content 
Bel ore the queen and female parliament. 

And tiie lairipeakcr riling from the chair. 

Did thus the judgment o. L t ie houie declare. 85 

Sir kni.-ht, thouga l have alk’d thy life, yet dill 
Thy deltiny dipenus upon my will : 

Nor halt ihou oJut fuiety than the grace 
Not due to thee from our offended race, 

But as our kind i* of a ibfter mold, 90 

And cannot blood without a figli behold, 

I grant thee life; lvi'erving ilili the power 
To take the forfeit when 1 lee my hour: 

U lets thy anfwer to my next demand 

Shall let thee tree horn our avenging hand. 95 

The queltion, whole lolution I require, 

Is, what the lex of women molt deiive ? 

In this dispute thy judges arc at llrifc ; 

Beware : for on thy wit depends thy life. 

Yet (leil, furprisd, unknowing what to fay, xoq 
Thou damn thy fell) wc give thee farther day : 

A year is thine to wander at thy will ; 

And learn from others, if thou w ant’ll the Ikill. 

But, not to hold our proffer turn’d in fcorn, 

Good fuivties will we have for thy return 105 

That at the time prefix’d thou (halt ooey, 

And at thy pledge’s peril keep thy day. 

• Woe was the knight at this fevere command; 

But well he knew ’twas boot Ids to wirhftand : 

The terms accepted as the fair ordain, no 

He put in bail lor his return again. 

And promis’d anfwer at the day alligu’d. 

The belt, with heaven’s allillance, he could find. 

His leave thus taken, on his way he went 
'With heavy heart and full o#' diicontent, 1 1 5 

Miliioubting much, and fearful of th’ event. 
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’Twashard the truth of fuch a point to find. 

As wag not yet agreed among the kind. 

Thus on he went} ftill anxious more and more, 

Alk’d all lie met, and knock'd at every door; 120 
Inquir'd of men j but made his chief rcquUi 
To learn from women what they lov’d the belt. 

They anfwer’d each according to her mind 
To pleafe htrlelf, not all the female kind. 

One was for wealth, another was for place : 125 

Crones, old and ugly, willi 'd a better face. 

The widow's wilh was oftentimes towed ; 

The wanton maids were all for fporta-bed. % 

Some laid the lex were pleas’d with hand lb me lies, 

And ibme grots flattery lov’d without difguile : 1 30 

Truth is, lays one, he felduni tails to win 
Who flatters well ; for that's our dailing fin j 
But long attendance, and a duteous mind, 

Will workev’n with the wileil of the kind. 

One thought the fex’s prune, felicity 135 

Was from the bonds of wedlock to be free: 

Their plcaiiires, hours, and ad ions, all their own. 
And uncontrol'd to give account to none. 

Some willi a lmlband fool ; but fuch are curft, 

For fools perverle of hulbands are the word : 140 

All women would be counted c ha lie and wile. 

Nor Ihould our l'poui’es fee but with our eyes; 

For fools will prate j and though they want the wit 
To find dole faults, yet open blots will hit : 

Though better for their eait* to hold t heir tongue, 14$ 
For woman kind was never in the wrong. 

So noife enfues, and quarrels lad for life ; 

The wife abhors the fool, the fool the wife. 

And foinemen fay that great delight have wc. 

To be for truth extoll'd and lecrefy : 1 59 

Andlonllant in one purpole liill to dwell; 

And not our huftnnd's counfels to reveal. 

But that's a fable : for our lexis frail. 

Inventing, rather than not tell a tale. 

Like leaky fieves no feasts weean hold : 155 

Witnefs the famous tale that Ovid told. 
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Midas the king, as in his book appears, 

By Phoebus was endow'd with afs’s ears, 

Wh.ch under his long locks lie well conceal’d, 

(As monarch’s vices mull not be reveal'd) 

For tear the peop.v have them in the wind. 

Who long ago were neither dumb nor hl.nd : 

Noi apt to think {torn heaven their title firings. 

Since J < v e and Mars lei’r o»t l)i getting kings. 

Thu Midas knew ; and d n.lt communicate 165 

To none but to his wile his ears ol ilate : * 

One mull hr ti ulted, and he thought her fit, 

As oafting prudent, and a parlous wit. 

To inis Ihgacious conic (for he went, 

And told her what a gift th » gods hail lent : 170 

But told it u-'ider matrimonial leal, 

With lb iit injunction never to reveal. 

The lecret heard, Ihe plighted him her troth, 

(And (acred lure is every woman’s oath) 

The royal malady fliouJci rell unknown, 175 

Both for her Inifivmd’s honour and her own ; 

But ne'ei the lei’s (he pin’d with di icon lent ; 

The conn lei rumbled till it found a vent. 

The thing fin* knew (lie was oblig'd to hide; 

By intereit and by oath the wife was ty’d ; 1S0 

But if file told it not, the woman dy'd. 

Loath to betray a hull) and and a prince, 

But file mull bnrit, or blab; and no pretence 
Of honour ty’d her tongue irom felf-dcfence. 

A marfiiv ground commodici'fly was near, 185 

Thither (lie ran, and held her breath for fear. 

Left if a word the fjtokc of any tiling, 
yhat word might be the lecret of the king. 

Thus full of counfel to the leu (lie went, 

Grip’d all the way, and longing for a vent ; 190 

Arriv’d, by pure neceliity compeJl’d, 

On her majeftic marrow bones file kned'd: 

Then to the water’s brink ilie laid her head, 

And, as a bittour bumps within a reed, 

To thee alone, O lake, (he (aid, I ull, 195 

(And, as thy c^ueen, command thee to conceal ;) 

Vol. Hi. 
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Beneath his locks the king my hulband wears 
A goodly royal pair of afs’s ears. 

Now I have eas’d my boibm of the pain, 

Till the next longing fit return again. joo 

Thus, through a woman was the iecret known j 
Tell us, and in efle£l you tell the town. 

But to my tales The knight with luavv cheer. 
Wandering in vain, had now continu'd the year : 

One day was only left to iolve the doubt, 

Yet knew no more than when he firil let out. 

But home he mull, and, as til' award had been, 

Yield up his body captive to the queen. 

In this defpairing ftate he hapt to ride. 

As fortune led him, by aforett lide : 

Lonely the vale, and full of horror ftood. 

Brown with the Shade of a religious wood : 

When full before him at the noon ot night, 

(The moon was lip, and fhoL a gleamy light) 

He law a quire of ladies in a round. 

That featly footing teem’d to (kirn the ground : 

Thus dancing hand in hand, lo light they were. 

He knew not where they trod, on earth or air. 

At tpeed he drove, and came a luddcn gueft. 

In hope where many women were, at leatt, 

Someone by chance might anlwerhis requeft. 

But fatter than his horle the ladies flew. 

And in a trice were van i fil’d out of view. 

One only hag remain’d ; but fouler far 
Than grand a roe apes in Indian forefts are ; 

Againil a wither’d oak /he lean’d her weight. 

Propp’d on hertrufty ftaff, not half upright, 

And dropp’d an awkward courtTy to the knight. 
Then laid, what makes you, Sir, folate abroad 
Without a guide, and this no beaten road ? a 30 
Or wan. you aught that here you hope to find. 

Or tiavel for fome trouble in your mind ? 

The laft I guefs ; and if I read aright, 

Thofe of our lex are bound to ferve a knight 5 
Perhaps good counfel may^your grief afifuage, 235 
Then tell your pain j for wifdem is in age. 
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To this the knight : Good mother, would you know 
The fecretcaufe and fpring of all my woe? 

My life muft with to-morrow’s iight expire. 

Unlei's I tell what women molt defue. 240 

Now could you help me at this hard eflfay. 

Or for your inborn goodnefs, or for pay j 
Yours is my life, redeem’d by your advice, 

Aik what you pleafe, and f will pay the price : 

The proudeit kerchief of the court lhall relt 245 

Well latisly’d of what they love the belt. 

Plight me thy faith, quoth fhe, that what I alk. 

Thy danger over, and perform’d thy talk, 

That thou lhalt give for hire of thy demand; 

Here take thy oath, and leal it on my hand ; 250 

I warrant thee, on peril of my life. 

Thy words lhall pleale both widow, maid, and wife. 

More words there needed not to move the knight. 

To take her offer, and his truth to plight. 

With that fhe i'pread a mantle on the ground, 255 
And, fir ft inquiring whither he was bound. 

Bade him not fear, though lung and rough the way. 
At court he fhould arrive e’er break of day ; 

His horfe fhould find the way without a guide. 

She laid t with fury they began to ride, 260 

He 011 the midft, the beldam at his fide. 

The horfe, what devil drove I cannot tell. 

But only this, they fped their journey well : 

And all the way the crone inform'd tlie knight. 

How he fhould anfwer the demand aright. 26 $ 

To court they came ; the news was quickly fpread 
Of his returning to redeem his head. 

# The female i’enate was aflembled loon 
With all the mob of women of the town : 

The queen late lord chief jultice of the hall, 270 

And bade the crier cite the criminal. 9 

The knight appear’d ; and filence they proclaims 
Then firlt the culprit anfwer’d to his name: 

And, after forms of law:, was lull requir’d 
To name the thing that women molt dclir’d. 275 
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'Fir offender, taught his leilbn by the way, 

And by his counsel order’d what to lay. 

Thus hold began: Mv lady liege, laid he, 

What ail your fex defile is fovtreignty. 

The wife afFc£l> her hulhaud to command ; iSa 

All mult be hcr’» both money, home, and land. 

The maids are miitrtfle* ev’n in their name j 
And of their lerv.ims full dominion claim. 

This, at the peril of my he«d, I iay, 

A blunt plain truth the lex afpiies to fway, 285 
Vou to rule all, while vve, like fiaves, obey. 
s There was not one, or widow, maid, or wife, 

But laid the knight had well deleav’d his life. 

Ev’n lair Gmeura, with a bluih, confeU’d 
The man had found what women love the bell. 290 
Up Itarts the beldam, who was there uniecn : 

And, levercnce made, a c colled thus the queen. 

My liege, laid flic, before the court arile. 

May I, poor wretch, find favour in your eyes. 

To grant my juft requelt : ’twas I who taught £95 
The knight this anKver, and inlpir’d his thought j 
None but a woman could a man direct 
To tell vis women what we molt affeft. 

But firil I Jwore him on his knightly troth, 

(And here demand performance of his oath) 300 

To grant the boon that next I fhould defile j 
He gave his faith, „ and I expert my hire : 

My promife is fulfill’d i I lav’d his life. 

And claim his d<*br, to take nn* for his wife. 

The knight was alk’d, nor could his oath deny, 305 
But hop’d they would not force him to comply. 

The women, who would rather wreft the laws. 

Than let a filter- plaintiff lole the c.uilej 
(As judges on the bench more giacious are, 

4 And more *ttcnt to brocket's of the bar) 3 1® 

Cry’d one and ail, the luppliant tliould have right, 

And to the g 1 andante hag adjudg'd the knight. 

I11 vain he figh'd, and olt wit'n tears dclir’d 
Some reafunable luit might be requir’d. 
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Blit Drill the crone was conllant to her note ; $ 1 5 

The moie he (poke, the more (he ftretch’d her throat. 
In vain iie proiier’d ail his goods, to (ave ■ 

His body deftin’d to that living grave. 

T he Jiquorilh hag rejects the pelf with (corn ; 

And nothing but the man would lervehcr turn. 320 
Not all the wealth of Ealtern kings, laid (he, 

Have power to part my plighted love and me. 

And, old and ugly as I am, and poor, 

YetiKver will I break the lakh I i’were; 

For mine thou art by piomife, during life, 325 

And I thy loving and obedient wile. 

My love! nay, rather my damnation, thou. 

Said he: nor am I bound to keep my vow: 

The fiend thy lire hath let thee trom below, 

Kile how could It thou my ferret 10 nows know ? 330 

Avaunt, old witch, for 1 renounce thy bed : 

The queen may take the forfeit of my head, 

Ere any of my race (o foul a crone (hall wed. 

Both heard, the judge pronounc’d againli the knight; 
So was he marry'd in his own delpite ; 335 

And all day after hid him as an <>wi. 

Not able to iuitain a fie: hr 1 ° foul. 

Perhaps the reader thinks 1 do him wrong. 

To pals the marriage feafi and nuptial long : 

Mirth there was none, the man was a la mort, 340 
And little courage had to make his court. 

To bed they wait, the bridegroom arid the bride : 

Was n:v,r inch an ill -pair’ll couple tv’/i : 

R chiefs he tois’d and tumbled to and ln>. 

And roll'd and wriggled further off for woe. 34.5 

»The good old wife lay fmiliiigby his fide, 

And caught him in her quivering arms, and cry’d 
When you my ravilh’d predccellor law, 

You were not then become this man ut 

Had you been fuch, you might have ’fcap’d the law. 350 

Is this the cultom of king Arthur's court? 

Are all round-table knights of fuch a fort ? 

Remember I am (he who lav’d your life. 

Your loving, h* ful, «vf complying wi « *• ' 

Q 1 
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Not thus you {’wore in your unhappy hour, 355 

Nor I for this return employ'd my power. 

In time of need I was your faithful friend ; 

Nor did I fince, nor ever Will, offend. 

Believe me, my lov’d lord, ’tis much unkind;* 

What fury has poflfefs’d your alter’d mind ? ^ 360 

Thus on my wedding night without pretence— 

Come turn this way, or tell me my offence. 

If not your wife, let reafon’s rule perl hade ; 

Name but my fault, amends (hall loon be made. 
Amends I nay, that’s impoflilde, faid he j 365 

What change of age or uglinefs can be ? 

Or, could Medea’s magic mend thy face. 

Thou art deJcended lroin fb mean a race. 

That never knight, was match’d with fueh dilgrace. 
What wonder, madam, if I move my fide, 370 

When, if I turn, l turn to iuch a bride ? 

And is this all that troubles you fo line ? 

And what the devil cou'dlf thou wilh me more? 

Ah, Btnedecite, reply’d the crone ; 

Then caufe of juft complaining have you none. 375 
Tile remedy to this were loon apply’d. 

Would you be like the bridegroom to the bride; 

But, for you fay a long deicendcd race, 

And wealth, and dignity, and power, and place. 
Make gentlemen, and that your high degree 3S0 
Is much diiparag’d to be match’d with me; 

Know this, m v lord, nobility of blood 
Is but a glittering and fallacious good : 

The nobleman is he whole noble mind 
Is fill’d with inborn worth, unborrow’d from his kind. 
The king of heaven was in a manger laid ; 3B6 

And took Ids eaith bijr from an humble maid ; 

Then what can birth, or mortal men bellow. 

Since floods no higher than their fountains flow? 

NrVe, who for name and empty honour ftrive, 390 
Ouitfrue nobility from him derive. 

Your anceliors, who puff your mind with pride, 

And vaft elluics to mighty titles ty’d. 
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Did not your honour, but their own, advance ; 

For virtue comes not by inheritance. 395 

If you tralineatc from your father’s mind, 

What are you die but of a baflard kind ? 

Do, as your great progenitors have done, 

And by their virtues prove yourlelf their fon, 

No father can infuie or wit or grace: 400 

A mother comes acrols, and mars the race. 

A grand fire or a grandume taints the blood ; 

And ii.li lorn three defcenis continue good. 

Were virtue by deicent, a noble name 

Could never villanize his father’s fame: 405 

But, as the firll, the laft of all the line 

Would, like the fun, e'en in del tending (bine j 

Take fire, and Ixar it to thedarkeft lioule, 

Betwixt king Arthur’s court aod Caucafus ; 

If you depart, the flame (hall flill remain, 41c 

And the bright blaze enlighten all the plain : 

Nor, till the fuel perifli, can decay, 

By nature form’d on things comhuflible to prey. 

Sudi is not man, who, mixing better feed 
With vvorfe, begets a bafe degenerate breed : 415 

The bad corrupts the good, and* leaves behind 
No trace of all the great begetter’s mind. 

The father finks within his ion, we fee, 

And often riles in the third degree; 

If better luck a better mother give, 42# 

Ounce gave us being, and by chance we live. 

Such as our atoms were, e'en Inch are wt f , 

Or call it chance, or ftrong neceffity : 

Thus loaded with dead weight, the will is free. 

And thus it needs mull he : for feed conjoin’d 425 
Lets into Nature's work th’ imperfect kind ; 

But fire, th“ enlivenerof the general frame. 

Is one, its operation Itill the fame. 

Its principle is in itfelf : while ours 
Works, as confederates war, with mingled powers ; 
Or man or woman, whichfoever fails : 431 

And, oft, the vigour of the «worfe. prevails. 
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/Ether with fulphur blended alters hue. 

And cafts a dufky gleam of Sodom blue. 

Thus, in a brute, tlieir ancient honour ends, 43$ 
And the fair mermaid in a filh dcfcends : 

The line is gone ; no longer duke or earl 3 
But, by hlmlelf degraded, turns a churl. 

Nobility of blood is but renown 

Of thy great fathers by their virtue known, 440 
And along trail of light, to thee defcending down. 

If in thy (moke it ends, their glories fliine; 

But infamy and villanage are thine. 

Then what I faid before is plainly (how'll , 

The true nobiiity proceeds from God : 41.5 

Nor left: us by inheritance, but given 
By bounty of our dars, and grace of heaven. 

Thus from a captive Servius Tullius role, 

Whom for his virtues the firft Romans chole : 
Fahricius from their walls repell’d the foe, 450 

Whofe noble hands had exercis’d the plough. 

From hence, my lord and love, I thus conclude. 

That though my homely anccftors were rude. 

Mean as I am, yet I may have the grace 

To make you father of a generous race : 455 

And noble then am I, when I begin, 

In virtue cloth'd, to cart: the rags of fin. 

If poverty be my upbraided crime. 

And you believe in heaven, there was a time 
When He, the great controller of our late, 460 

Deign’d to be tnan, and liv'd in low eftate : 

Which he, who had the world at his difpoie, 

If poverty were vice, would never choofe. 

Philofophers have laid, and poets (ing, 

That a glad poverty’s an honell thing. 465 

Content is wealth, the riches of tlu mind ; 

And happy he who can that treafurc find. 

But the bate mifer ftarves amidft bis itore, 

Broods on his gold, and, griping Hill at more, 

Sits ladly pining, and believes he’s poor. 

The ragged beggar, though he want relief. 

Has not to lofe, and fings before the thief* 


47® 
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Want is a bitter and a hateful good, 

Becaule its virtues are not underflood : 

Yet many things, impofiihle to thought, 475 

Have been by need to lull perfection brought : 

The daring of the ioul proceeds from thence, 

Sharpueis of wit, and afctive diligence ; 

Prudence at once, and fortitude it gives, 

And, it in patience taken, mends our lives; 480 
For e’en thuc indigence that brings me low, 

JMakes memyieli, and him above, to know. 

A good wnich none would challenge, itw would chooie, 
A lair polKllion, which mankind lefufe. 

Il we from wealrli to poverty dei’cend, 485 

Want gives to know the flatterer from the friend. . 

If I am old and ugly, well for you, 

No lewd adulterer will my love purfue ; 

Nor jeaioiily, tlic bane of marry’d life. 

Shall haunt >ou for a wither’d homely wife; 490 
For age and uglinefs, as all agree, 

Are the be it guards of female chaftity. 

Yet fince I lee your mind is worldly bent, 

I’ll do my belt to further your content. 

And therefore of two gi'ts in my difpole, 495 

Think, e’er you fpeak, l grant you leave to choofe ; 
Would you I fliould be hid deform’d and old, 

Naufeous to touch, and loathlome to behold; 

On this condition to remain for life 
A caret til, tender, and obedient wife, 500 * 

In all I can contribute to your eale, • 

And not in deed, or word, or thought, dilpleafe? 

Or would you rather have me young and fair, 

And take the chance that happens to your lhare ? 
Temptations are in beauty, and in youth, 505 

And how can you depend upon my truth ? 

Now weigh the danger with the doubtful blifs, # 

And thank yourllif if aught lh«>uld fall ainiis. 

Sore figh’d the knight, who tins long Icrmon heard 
At length, conlidering all, his heart he cheer’d ; 510 

And thus reply ’d : My iady # and my wife, 

To your wile condudl I reiign my life : 
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Chocfe you for me, for well you underftand 
The future good and ill, on either hand : 

But if an humble hulband may requelt, 515 

Provide, and order all things for the belt ; 

Your’s be the care to profit and to plcale ; 

And let your iuhjcft iervant take his eafe. 

Then thus in peace, quoth (lie, concludes the ftrife, 
Since I am turn’d the hufband, you the wife : 5x0 

The matrimonial vifcforv is mine, 

Which having fairly gain’d, I will refignj 
Forgive if I have laid or done amifs, 

And leal the bargain with a friendly kifs : 

I promis'd you but one content to fhare, 525 

But now 1 will become both good and fair. 

No nuptial quariel (hall difturbyour eafe 5 
The 1 hi finds of my life fhall be to pleale : 

And for my beauty, that, as time (hall try ; 

But draw the curtain fir If, and calf your eye. 53* 
He look'd, and law a creature heavenly fair, 

I11 bloom of youth, and of a charming air. 

With joy he turn’d, and leiz’d her ivory arm ; 

And like Pygmalion found the llatue warm. 

Small arguments there needed to prevail, 535 

A ftorm of kifles pour’d as thick as hail. 

Thus long in mutual bliis they lay embrac’d. 

And their firft love continued to the lait : 

One lunftune was their life, no cloud between 5 
Nor ever was a kinder couple feen. 540 

And lb mayall our lives like theirs be led : 

Heaven fend the maids young hufband s frelh in bed ; 
May widows wed as often as they can, 

And ever for the better change their man ; 

And fome devouring plague purfue their lives. 

Who will not well be govern’d by their wives. 546 
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CHARACTER OF A GOOD PARSON. 

A PARISH prieft was of the pilgrim train $ 

An awful, reverend, and religious man. 

His eves diffus'd a venerable grace. 

And charity itfclf was in his face. 

Rich was his loul, though his attire was poor 5 
(As God hath cloth’d his own ambaflador) ; 

For Inch, on earth, his bid’s \i Redeemer bore. 

Of Cixty ycai'A he feem’d j and well might lull 
To lixty more, but that he liv'd too fait ; 

Refin’d himieif to foul, to curb the ienfe ; i« 

And made almoft a tin of abllinence. 

Yet, hnd his aipe£\ nothing of fevere. 

Bur inch a face as promis’d him fincere. 

Nothing referv’d or fullen was to lee : 

But Iwcet regards, and pleafing iun&ity : 15 

Mild was his accent, and his action free. 

With eloquence innate his tongue was arm’d ; 
Though harfli the precept, yet the people charm'd. 
Fqr, letting down the golden chain from high, 

He drew his audience upward to the fky : no 

And oft with holy hymns he charm’d their ears 
(A mulic more melodious than the fpheres : 

For David left him, when he went to reft. 

His lyre j and after him he liing the belt. 

He bore bis great enmmiflion in bis look : %% 

But iwcet ly temper'd awe j and ibftcn’d all be fpoke. 
He preach’d the joys of heaven, and pains of hell. 
And warn’d the (inner with becoming zeal j 
<But, on eternal mercy lov’d to dwell. 

He taught the gofpel rather than the law 5 30 

And forc’d himieif to drive ; but lov’d to draw. 

For fear but freezes minds : but love, like heat. 

Exales the foul fublime, to leek her native feat. 

To threats the ftubborn iinner oft is hard, 

Wrapp’d in his crimes, againil the ftorm prepar’d j 3 5 
But, when the milder beanos of mercy play. 

He melts, and throws his cumbrous cloak away. 
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Lightning and thunder (heaven’s aitillery) 

As harbingers before th' Almighty fly: 

Thole but proclaim his llyle, and diiappear ; 40 

The (tiller found iucceeds, and Gjd is there. 

The tithes, his pariih freely paid, he took j 
.But never luul, or curs’d with bell or hook. 

With patience bearing wrong j but offering none ; 
Since tvcry man is free to lole his own. 45 

The country churls, according to their kind, 

(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind), 

The lefs he fought his otfeiings, pinch’d the more, 
And prais’d a-prielt con ten; ed to be poor. 

Yet of his little he had l'ome to Ipare, 50 

To feed the famifli’d, and to clothe the bare : 

For mortify ’d he was to that degree, 

A poorer than himicli he would notice. 

'True prills, he laid, and preachers of the word. 

Were only ftewards of then* lovenign Lord ; 55 

Nothing was theirs 5 but all the public ltore ; 
Intruded riches, to relieve the poor. 

Who, fliould they deal, for want of his relief. 

He judg’d himfelf accomplice with the thief. 

Wide was his pariih ; not cant rafted dole 60 
In ftrppts, but here and there a draggling houlc ; 

Yet dill lie was at hand, without requed. 

To ferve the Tick, to iuccuur the diltrelVd : 

Tempting, on foot, alone, without affright. 

The dangers of a dark tempefhious night. 65 

All this the; good old man perform'd alone, 

Nor fpa/’d his pains ; for curate he had none, 

Nor durd he truft another with his care; 

Nor rodehimfelf to Paul’s, the public fair. 

To chaffer for preferment with his gold, * 70 

Where bishoprics and flnec tires are Ibid. 

Put duly watch’d his flock, by night and day ; 

And from the prowling wolf redeem’d the prey : 

And hungry lent the wily fox away. 

The proud lie tam’d, the penitent he cheer’d s 75 
Nor to rebuke the rich offender fear’d. 
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His preaching much, but more his pra&ice wrought 
(A living fermon of the truths he taught ) j 
For this by rules lev ere his life he fquarM •. 

That all might fee the doctrine which they heard : So 
For priills, he laid, are patterns for the reft 
( I'he gold of heaven, who hear the God imprefs’d s) 
But when the precious coin is kept unclean, 

The fove. eign's image is no longer lcen. 

II they be f ill on whom the people truft, $5 

Well may the baler brafs contra# a ruft. 

The prelate, for his holy life he priz’d $ 

The worldly p'unpof prelacy defpis'd. 

His Saviour came not with a gaudy (how : 

Nor was his k'ngdom of the world below. 90 

Patience in wan 1 , and poverty of mind. 

The fit maiks of church and churchmen he defign’d. 
And living faugh*, and dying left behind. 

The crown he wore was of the pointed thorn : 

In purp 0 lie was ciucify’d, not born. 95 

They who con* end for place and high degree. 

Are not liis Ions but thole of Zcbedee. 

Not bur he knew the figns of earthly power 
JVIight wcl become Saint Petei \s iucceflor $ 

The holy (Vher holds a double reign, , 100 

Tlie prince may keep his pomp, the fi flier mu ft be plain. 

Such was the faint ; who fliune with every grace, 
Reflecting, Moles like, his^Makei’s face. 

God law his image lively was exprefs'd ; 

And his own work, as in creation bJefs’cl. 105 

The tempter law him too with envious eye \ 

And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 

Ufa took the time when Richard was depos'd. 

And high and low with happy Harry clos’d. 

This prince, though great in arms, the prieft withftood: 
Near though he was, yet not the next in blood.* 110 
Had Richard unconftrain’d, refign'd the throne, 

A king can give no more than is his own : , 

The tide ftood email'd, had Richard had a fon. 

Conqueft, an odious namt^ was laid afide, x 1 5 
Where all Jubmittcd, none ihe battle try'd. 

Vot. III. R 
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The fenfelefs plea of right by providence 
Was, by a flattering prieft, invented firice 5 
And lalts no longer than the preieni i'way 5 
But juflifles the next who comes in piny. m 

The people’s right remains j let thole who dare 
Difpute their power, when they the judges are. 

He joinM not in their choice, bee a ufe he knew 
Worlc might, and often did, from change enfue. 

Much to himielf he thought ; but little i'poke j 125 
And, undepriv’d, his benefice for look. 

Now, through the land, his cure of fouls he ftretch’d : 
And like a primitive apoltic preach’d. 

Still cheerful ; ever conllanf to his call ; 

By many follow’d ; lov’d by moft j admir’d by all. 130 
With what he begg’d his brethren he reliev’d. 

And gave the charities himielf receiv’d. 

G ive, while he taught ; and edify M the more, 

Becaufe lie fliow’d, by proof, ’twas eaty to be poor. 

He went not with the crowd to fee a lhrine $ 135 

But fed us, by tin* way, with food divine. 

In deference to his viitius, 1 forbear 
To fhew you what thereil in orders were : 

This brilliant is lb fpotltfs, and fo bright, 140 

He needs no foil, but iLincs by bis own proper light. 



SIGISMONDA AND CUISCARDO. 


W HILE Norman Tancrcd in Salerno reign’d. 
The title of a gracious prince he gain’d j 
Till, tuinM a tyrant in his latter days. 

He loft, the luflre of his former praife ; 

Ami from the bright meridian where he flood, 5 
IX ■icomliug, dipt liis hands in lover’s blood. 

Tills prince, ot Fortune’s favour long poffciVd, 

Yet was with one fair daughter only bid's \l ; 

And bldsM he might have been with her alone $ 

Bui oh ! liow much more happy had he none ! 10 

She was his cue, his hope, and his delight, 

Mofl in his thought, and ever in Ins fight $ % 

Next, nny beyond, liis life, he held her dear 5 
She livM by hint, and nowheliv’d in her. 

For this, win n ripe for marriage, lie delay’d 15 

Her nuptial bands, and kept her long a maid, 

A;» envying any die lliould fliare a part 
Of what was his, and claiming all her heart. 

At length, as public decency rnjuir’d. 

And all his v ail'd s eagerly ddir’d, 20 

With mind averie, he rather underwent 
His people’s will, than gave his own content. 

So was flu: tom, as from a lover’s fide. 

And made almofl in his delpitea bride. 

Short were her marriage joys j for in her prime 2 5 
Of youth, her lord expir’d before his time 3 
And to her father’s court in little fpace 
RcAorM anew, (he held a higher place $ 

More lov'd, and more exalted into grace. 

This priiicefs, freih and young, and fair and wife, 30 
The worfliipp'd idol of her father’s eyes. 

Did all her ttx in every grace exceed, 

And had more wit betide than women need. 

Youth, health, and calc, and moft an amorous mind. 
To lecond nuptials had her thoughts inclin'd : 35 

And former joys had Lit a fecret fling behind. 

RS 
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But, prodigal in every other grant. 

Her fire left unfupply’d her only want ; 

And ihe, betwixt her modcfty and pride, 

-Her wilhes, which Ihe could not help, would hide. 40 

Keiolv’d at lait to loie no longer time, 

And yet to pleaii* herfclf without a crime. 

She caft her eyes around the court, to find 
A worthy iubj. 61 Anting to her mind. 

To him in holy nuptials to be ty’d, 45 

A feeming widow, and a l'ecret bride. 

Among the train of courliejs, one /lie found 
With all the gifts of bounteous nature crown’d. 

Of gentle bloi d j but one whofe niggmd late** 

Had let him far below her high eitate ; 50 

Guifcard his name was call'd, pf blooming age, 

Now iquiie to Tancred, and befi re his page : 

To him, the choice of all the fhining crowd. 

Her heart the noble Sigifmomla vow’d. 

Yet hitherto fhe kept her love conceal’d, 55 

And with thole giaces every clay beheld 
The graceful youth, and every clay increas’d 
The 1 aging fires that burn’d within her In calf j 
Some ieciet charm did all her ads attend. 

And what his fortune wanted, hcr’s could mend ; 60 
Till, as the fire will f rce its outward way, 

Or, in the prilun pent, conlumc the p;ey j 
So long her earned eyes on his were let, 

At length their twilled lays together met j 

And he, liirprJs’d with humble joy, luivty’d 65 

One fweer regard, fiiot by the royal maid : 

Not well allur'd, while doubtful hopes he nurs’d, 

A lecond glance came gliding like the fii It ; 

And he, who law the fharpneis of the dart, 

Without defence receiv'd it in his heart. 70 

In public, though their p.il'iion wanted Ipeech, 

Yet mutual looks interpreted for each $ 

Time, wars, and mean-, of meeting were deny’d j 
But all thole wants ingenious love iupply'd. 

Th’ inventive God, who mjver fails his part, 
Inlpiics-the wit, when once he warms the heirt. 
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When Guiicard next was in the circle iecn. 

Where Sigilinonda held the place of queen, 

A hollow cane within her hand Ihe brought. 

But in the concave had inclos’d a note ; So 

With this Hie lecm’d to play, and, as in fport, 

Tofs’d to her love, in prefence of the court j 
Take it, fhe faid j and when your needs require. 

This little brand will ferve to light your fire. 

He took it with a bow, and foon divin’d £5 

The Teeming toy was not for nought defign’d ; 

.But when retir’d, lb long with curious eyes 
He view’d his prelent, that he found the prize. 

Much was in little writ j and all convey’d 

With cautious care, for fear to be betray’d 90 

By fome falle confident, or favourite maid. 

The time, the place, the manner how to meet. 

Were all in punctual order plainly writ : 

But, fince a trait mult be, fhe thought it belt 
To put it. out of laymen’s power at leaft j 95 

And for their IbJemn vows prepar’d a pried. 

Guiicard (her lecref purjiole underflood) 

With joy prepar’d to meet the coming good 5 
Nor pains nor danger was rcfolv’dto fpare. 

But ule the means appointed by the fair. 100 

Next the proud palace of Salerno Itood 
A mount of rough atcent, and thick with wood. 
Through this a cave was dug with vaft expence *. 

The work it feem’d of fome iiiijiicious prince. 

Who, when abufing power with lawlefi* might, 105 
From public julticc would lecure his flight. 

The pallage made by many a winding way, 

^Reach'd ev’n the room in which the tyrant lay. 

Fit for his purpofe on a lower floor. 

He lodg’d, whole ifltie was ail iron door ; 1 10 

From whence, by flairs deicending to the ground. 

In the blind grot a i’afe retreat lie found, 

Its outlet ended in a brake oYrgiowii 
With brambles, chok’d by time, and no wain known. 
Adrift there was, which from the mountain's height 
Convey’d a glimmering and malignant light, ii6 
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A breathing pi ice to draw the damps away, 

A twilight of an intercepted clay. 

The tyrant's den, whole uie, though loft to fame. 
Was now th’ apartment of the royal dame j 120 

The cavern only to her father known, 

By him was to his dm ling daughter /hown. 

Negle&ed long (he* let the iecret reft. 

Till Jove recall’d it to her labouring bivnft. 

And hinted sis l he way bv heaven defign’d 125 

The teacher, hy the means he taught, to blind. 

What will not women do, when need in; pises 
Their wit, or love their inclination fiivs > 

Though jealouiy of date th' invention found. 

Yet love refin'd upon the forum - ground. 1 30? 

That wav, the tytant had referv’d, to fly 
'Purluing hate, now lerv’d to biing two lovers nigh. 
The dame, who long in vain had kept the key. 

Bold by defirc, explor'd the sec ret way ; 

Now trv'd the flairs, and, wading through the night, 
Search'd all the deep recels, and ifliied into light. 1 36 
All this her letter had lb well explain’d, 

Th’ inlirucled youth might com pa is what remain'd ; 
The cavern’s mouth alone was hard to find, 

Becaufe the path, diiiis’d, was out of mind : 14a 

But in wha 1 quarter of the copie it lay, 

His eve, by certain level could l’urvey : 

Yet (toi the wood perplex’d with thorns he knew) 

A frock of leather o’er his limbs ho drew j 

And thus provided, learch’d the brake around, 145 

Till the chunk'd entry of the cave he found. 

Thus, all prepar'd, the promis'd hour arriv’d 
So long expeiUd, and lb well contriv’d : 

With love to friend, th' impatient lover went. 

Fenc’d from the thorn j, and trod the deepdeicenf. 1 w 
f The confsious prieft, who was iuborn'd before. 

Stood ready’ polled at the poftern door j 
The maids in dill ant rooms were fent to reft. 

And nothing wanted but th’ invited gueft. 

He came, and knocking l hi i^e without delay. 

The iongiug lady heard, and turn'd tiir key $ 
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At once invaded him with nil her chai ms. 

And the firft He > he made was in lu-r arms j 
The leathern out fide, boiderous as it was, 

Gave way. and hem bene th her drift embrace } 160 
O.) cither fi le the lodes fl.?w ib thick, 

Thar neither he nor (lie had breath tofpeak. 

The holy man amaz’d at what he law. 

Made haite to finftify the blil’s by law ; 

And mutter’d fait the matrimony o’er, 165 

For K.ir committed lin ibould get before. 

His work perfoim’d, he left the pair alone, 

.Bec.iufe he knew he could not go too foon j 
His pielcnce odious, when hi* talk was done. 

Wliat thoughts he had beieems me not (o lay ; 170 

Though fome furmile he went to fad and pray, 

And needed both to drive the tempting thoughts away. 

The foe once gore, they took their full delight, 

’ J’was iv (He Is rage, and temped all the night j 
F.TT ‘greedy love each moment would employ, 175 
And grudg'd the di or tell pauies of their joy. 

Thus were their loves aufpicioufly begun, 

And thus with ieerct care were carried on. 

The dealth itielf did appetite redore. 

And look’d lo like a fin, it pleas’d the more. 180 

The cave was now become a common way. 

The wicket, often open’d, knew the key : 

Loye rioted fee ure, and long enjoy’d, 

Was ever eager, and was never cloy’d. 

•But as extremes are fhort, of ill and good, 185 
And tides at highed mark regorge their flood $ 

So fate, that could no more improve their joy, 

£Tcok a malicious pleaiure to dettroy. 

Tancred, who fondly lov’d, and whofe delight 
Was plac’d in his fair daughter’s daily fight, 190 
Of cuflom, when his date affairs were done, • 

Would pafs his pleaflng hours with her alone 
And, as a father’s privilege allow’d, 

Without attendance of the officious crowd. 

It happeu’d once, that wjjen in heat of d.ty 
Me try Vi to flee p, as was lus ufual way, 
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The balmy (lumber fled his wakeful eyes. 

And forc'd him, in his own defpite, to rife : 

Of lleep forfaken, to relieve his care. 

He fought the converfation of the fair ; aoo 

But with her train of damfels flic was gone. 

In fhady walks the fcorching heat to fliun : 

He would not violate that lweet recefs. 

And found befides a welcome heavinefs. 

That leiz'd his eyes ; and flurobcr, which forgot 105 
When call’d before to come, now came unfought. 
From light retir’d, behind his daughter’s bed. 

He for approaching deep compos’d his head; 

A chair was ready for that ule deflgn’d. 

So quilted, that he lay at cafe reclin’d ; 210 

The curtains clofely drawn, the light to fcreen. 

As if he had contriv’d to lie unfeen : 

Thus cover’d with an artificial night. 

Sleep did his office foon, and ieal’d his fight. 

With heaven aveii’e in this ill-omen'd hour 215 
Was Guifcard fummon'd to the fecret bovver. 

And the fair nymph with cxpc&ation fir'd. 

From her attending damfels was retir’d : 

For, true to love, /he mealiir’d time lo right. 

As not to mils one moment of delight. zao 

The garden.featcd on the level floor. 

She left behind, and, locking every door. 

Thought all fecure ; but little did flic know. 

Blind to her fate, fhe had inclos’d her foe. 

Attending Guifcard, in his leathern frock, 215 

Stood ready, with his thrice-repeated knock : 

Thrice with a doleful found the jarring grattj 
Rung deaf and hollow, and prefag’d their fate. 

The door unlock’d, to known delight they hade, 
And, panting in each other’s arms embrac’d, 1 30 
Rulh to vhe confcious bed, a mutual freight, 

And heedlefs prefs it with their wonted weight. 

The fudden bound awak’d the flee ping lire. 

And Ihew’d a fight no parent can dciire : 

His opening eyes at once wjth odious view 
The love difeover’d* and the lover fenew : 
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He would have cry’d j hut hoping that he dreamt, 
Amazement ty'd his tongue, and Hopp'd tit' attempt. 
Th’ cnluing moment all the truth declar'd, 

But now he Hood collected; and prepar'd, 24.0 

For Malice and Revenge had put him on his guard. 

So like a lion, that unheeded lay, 

Diflembling deep, and watchful to betray. 

With inward rage he meditates his prey. 

The thoughtless pair, indulging their defires : 245 

Alternate, kindled, and then quench’d their fires j 
Nor thinking in the fhades of death they play’d. 

Full of themlclves, themfelves alone Survey'd, 

And, too Secure, were by themfelves betray'd. 

Long time diflolv’d in pleaSure thus they lay, 250 
Till nature could no more Suffice their play 5 
Then roSe the youth, and through the cave again 
Return'd j the princefs mingled with her train. 

Rdblv’d his unripe vengeance to defer. 

The royal Spy, when now the coaft was clear, 255 
Sought not the garden, but -etir'd unleen. 

To brood in lecret on his gather’d Spleen, 

Anti methodize revenge ■ to death he griev’d ; 

And, but he Saw the crime, had Scare ’d believ'd. 

Th' appointment for the enfuing night, he heard ; 260 
And therefore in the cavern Had prepar'd 
Two brawny yoemcn of his truily guard. 

Scarce hud unwary G 11 i (card let his Soot 
Within t\\e foremofi entrance oi the grot. 

When thefe in Secret amhuih r adylay j* 265 

And rulhing on the Sudden Seiz'«f the prey : 
Encumber'd with his r rock, without defence. 

An ealv prize, they fed the prfoner thence, 

And/as commanded, brougnt before the prince- 
Tiic gloomy fire, too icnfiide of wrong, 270 

To Vent his rage in words, reft rain'd his longue. 

And only laid, Thus lervants are preftrr’d. 

And, trufted, thus then- Sovereigns they reward. 

Had [ not Seen, had not theie eye* icceiv'd 

Too clear a proof, I could «ot have btliev’d. 275 
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He paus’d, and chok’d the reft. The youth, who fa w 
Ilis forfeit life abandon’d to the law, 

The judge, th’ accufer, and the offence to him 
Who had both power and will t’ avenge the crime. 
No vain defence prepar’d ; but thus reply ’d : aSo 

The faults of love by love are juftify’d : 

With unrefifted might the monarch reigns. 

He levels mountains, and he railes plains : 

And, not regarding difference ofdegice, 

Abas’d your daughter, and exalted me. 285 

This bold return with teeming patience heard. 

The prifonerwas remitted to the guard. 

The iii lien tyrant ilept not all the night. 

But lonely walking by a winking light, 289 

fiobh'd, wept, and groan’d, and beat his wither’d 
But would not violate his daughter’s reft ; ( i 3 reafi. 

Who long expefting lay, for blifs prepai ’d, 

Liftening for noiie, and griev’d that none flic heard $ 
Oft role, and oft in vain employ’d the key. 

And oft accus’d her lover of delay j 295 

Andpats’d the tedious hours in anxious thoughts away. 

The morrow came and at his ul’ual hour 
Old Tancred vifited his daughter’s bower ; 

Her cheek (for liich his cultom was) he kifs’d. 

Then blels’d her kneeling, and her maids^dilmil‘s’d.300 
The royal dignity thus far maintain’d, 

Npw left in private, he no longer feign’d ; 

But all at once his grief and rage appear'd. 

And floods of tears ran trickling down his beard. 

O Sigifmonda, he began to fay : 305 

Thrice he began, and thrice was forc’d to ftay. 

Till words with often trying found their way : 

I thought, O Sigifmonda, (but how blind 
Are parents’ eyes, their children’s faults to find !) 
Thy virtue, birth, and breeding, were above 31Q 
A mean defire, and vulgar ienie of love : 

Nor lefs than fight and hearing could convince 
So fond a father, and fy juft a prince, 

Of fuch an unforeiccn, and unbeliev’d offence. 
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Then what indignant iorrow mult I have, 315 

To lee thee lie iubjeftul to my Have ! 

A man l’o limHing of the people’s lee. 

The court receiv’d him firft for charity $ 

And irnce with no degree of honour grac’d. 

But only fuffer’d where he firft was plac’d. 320 

A groveling illicit ltill ; and lb defign’d 
By nature’s hand, nor born of noble kind : 

A thing, by neither man nor woman priz'd, 

And lean ely known enough to be defpis’d. 

To what has heaven relerv’d my age ? Ah ! why 325 
Should man, when nature calls, not choole to diej 
Katlvr than ft retch the fpan of life, to find 
Such ills as fate has wifely call behind, 

For thole to feel, whom fond defire to live 

Makes covetous of more than life can give ? 330 

Bach has his fhare of good ; and when ’tis gone, 

The gueft, though hungry, cannot rile too loon. 

But 1, expefting more, in my own wrong 
Prot rafting life, have liv’d a day too long. 

II yeilerday could be recall’d again, 335 

3£v’n now would I conclude my happy reign j 
But ’tis too late, my glorious race is run. 

And a dark cloud overtakes my letting fun. 

Had’ft thou not lov’d, or loving lav’d the fliame. 

If not the fin, by iome illuftrious name, 34j* 

This little comfort had reliev’d my mind, 

Twas frailty, not unufual to thy kind : 

But thy low fall beneath thy royal blootl 
Shews downward appetite to mix with mud : 

Thus not the leaft excule is left for thee, 345 

Wor the ltalf refuge for unhappy me. 

For him I have reiblv'd, whom by furprife 
I took, and lcarce can call it, in di (guile • 

For fuch was his attire, as, with intent 

Of nature, fuited to his mean deicent. : 350 

The harder queftion yet remains In hind, 

AVhat pains a parent and a prince can find 
To piuiifh an offence of ihi# degenerate kind, 
x 
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As I have lov’d, $nd yet I love thee more 
Than ever father lov’d a child before 5 355 

So that indulgence draws me to forgive : 

Nature, that gave thee life, would have thee live s 
But, as a public parent of the Hate, 

My juftice, and thy crime, requires thy fate. 

Fain would I chooie a middle courfe to freer : 360 

Nature’s too kind, and juftice too lev ere : 

Speak for us both, and to the balance bring 
On either fide the father and the king. 

Heaven knows, my heart is bent to favour thee ; 

Make it but fcanty weight, and leave the reft to me. 

Here flopping with a figli, lie pour’d a flood 366 
Of tears, to make his lait expreffion good. 

She, who had heard him l’peak, nor law alone 
The fecret conduct of her love was known. 

But he was taken who her i'oul poflcis’d, 370 

Felt all the pangs of forrow in her breaft : 

And little wanted, but a woman’s heai t. 

With cries and tears had teftify’d herfmart. 

But inborn worth, that fortune can control. 

New Itrung and ftiffer bent her loiter foul ; 375 

The heroine affum'd the woman's place. 

Confirm’d her mind, and fortify 'd her face : 

Why fhould (he heg, or what could fhe pretend. 
When her ftern father had condemn'd her friend ? 

Her life (lie might have had \ but her del pair 3$Q 

Of laving his, had put it pa ft her care ; 

Refolv’d on fate, fhe would not lofe her breath. 

Blit rather than not die, Jblici t death. 

Fix’d on this thought, fhe, not as women ufe. 

Her fault by common frailty would excufe ; 38 f 

But boldly juftity’d her innocence. 

And while the faft was own’d, deny'd th’ offence; 
Then vtith dry eyes, and with an open look, 

She met his glance mid -way, and thus undaunted fpoke; 
Tancred, I neither am difpos'd to make * 39a 

Requeft for life, nor offer’d life to take j 
Much lefs deny v the deed 5; but lealt of all 
Beneath pretended juftice weakly fall. 
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My words to lacred truth (hall be confin’d. 

My deeds (hall (hew the greatnefs of my mind. 
That I have lov'd, I own j that (fill I love, 

I call to witneis all the powers above ; 

Yet more I own : to Guil’c aid's love I give 
The fmall remaining time I have to Jive $ 

And if beyond this life defire can be, 

Not fate it (elf (hall let my paflion fice. 

This full avow’d j nor folly warp’d my mind. 
Nor the frail texture of the female kind 


Betray'd my virtue j for, too well I knew 
What honour was, and honour had his due : 405 

Before the holy prieft my vows were ty'd, 
bo rasiie I not a lhumpet, but a bride. 

'This for my lame, and for the public voice : 

Yen more, his merits juftify'd my choice : 

Which hud they not, the full election thine, 410 
That bond difiblv’d, the next is freely mine j 
Or giant I en’d, (which yet I mull deny) 

Had' parents power ev’n lecond vows to tie, 

Thy little 1 ue to mend my widow’d nights. 

Has lorc’ii me to recoin fe of marriage riles, 415 
To fill an empty fide, and follow known delights. 
Wi.at have 1 done in this, delerving blame ? 

State- laws may uitrr ; nature’s arc the lame j 
Thole are ufurp’d on helplels woman-kind, 

Made without our conlcm, and wanting power to bind. 

Thou, Tuncicd, better fhouldft have nnderllood, 420 
That as thy father gave thee fidh and blood. 

So guv’ll thou me : not from the quarry hew’d, 

Bui of a loiter mould, with lciile endu’d t 
Ev’n ibfter than thy own, of luppler kind, 

%lore exquilite of tulle, and more than man refin’d. 425 
Nor need'll thou by thy daughter to he told, 

'1 hough now thy fprightly blood with age bcacQld, 
Thou haft been young, and canll lememher ftill. 

That v.'ften thou had 11 the power, thou hadft the will ; 
And from the pail experience of thy files, 430 

Canft tell with what a tide our llrong delires [quires. 
Come milling on in youth* and what their rage re- 
Vol. III. S 
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And grant thy youth was exercis'd in arms, 

When love no leifure found for fofter charms. 

My tender age in luxury was train’d, 435 

With idle eale and pageants entertain’d $ 

My hours my own, my plealures unreftrain'd. 

So bred, no wonder if £ took the bent 

That feem’d ev’n warranted by thy confent 5 

For, when the father is too fondly kind, 440 

Such feed he lows, fuch harveft fhall he find. 

Blame then thylelf as realon’s Jaw requires, 

(Since nature gave, and thou foment’d my fires) j 
If dill thole appetites continue ftrong, 

Thou may’ft confider I am yet but young : 44.5 

Conlider too, that having been a wife, 

I mud have tailed of a better life j 

And am not to be blam’d, if I renew 

By lawful means the joys which then I knew. 

Where was the crime, if pleafure I procur’d, 450 
Young, and a woman, and to bills inur’d ! 

That was my cafe, and this is my defence : 

I pleas’d myfelf, I Ihunn’d incontinence. 

And, urg’d by ftrong defires, indulg’d my fenfe. 

Left to myfelf, I mull avow, 1 ftrove 455 

From public fhame, to fereen mylecret love. 

And, well acquainted with thy native pride. 
Endeavoured what I could not help, to hide ; 

For which a woman’s wit an ealy way fupply’d. 

How this, fo well contriv’d, lo clofely laid, 460 
Was known to thee, or what by chance betray’d. 

Is not my care ; to pleafe thy pride alone, 

I could have wilh’d it had been ftill unknown. 

Nor took I Guil’card by blind fancy led. 

Or hafty choice, as many women wed ; 465 

But with deliberate care, and ripen’d thought, 

At leifure firft defign’d, before I wrought : 

On him I refted, after long debate, 

And, not without conlidering, fix’d my fate s 

His flame was equal, though by mine infpir’d ' 470 

(For fo the difference of our birth requir’d) $ 
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Had he been born like me, like me his love 
Had firft begun, what mine was forc’d to move : 

But thus beginning, thus we perfevere ; 

Our paflions yet continue what they were, 4.75 

Nor length of trial makes our joys the lefs fincere. 

At this my choice, though not by thine allow’d 
( Thy judgment herding with the common crowd), 
Tliou fak’d unjuft offence ; and, led by them, 

Dolt lei's the merit, than the man elteein. 480 

Too fharply, Tancred, by thy pride betray’d, 

Haft thou againft.the laws of kind inveigh’d s 
For all th* offence is in opinion plac’d, 

Which deems high birth by lowly choice debas’d. 

This thought alone with fury fires thybreaft 485 
(For holy marriage juft ifies the reft), 

That I have funk the glories of the ftate, 

And mix’d my blood with a plebeian mate ; 

In which I wonder thou fhould’ii overfee 

Superior caules, or impute to me . 49* 

The fault of fortune, or the fates* decree. 

Or call it heaven’s imperial power alone. 

Which moves on fprings of juftice, though unknown. 
Yet this we lee, though order’d for the be ft. 

The bad exalted, and the good opprel’s’d 5 495 

Permitted laurels grace the lawlels brow, 

Th* unworthy rais’d, the worthy caft below. 

But leaving that : fearch we the lecret lprings, 

And backward trace the principles of things ; 

There (hall we find, that when the worjd began, 50* 
One common rnals compos’d the mould of man 5 
One pafte of flefti on all degrees beftow’d, 

And kneaded up alike with moiftening blood. 

The lame almighty power infpir’d the frame 

With kindled life, and form’d the fouls the fame : 505 

The faculties of intelle6l and will 

Difpens’d with equal hand, difpos’d with equal fkill. 

Like liberty indulg’d with choice of good or ill : 

Thus born alike, from virtue firft began 

The difference that diftinguifh*d man from man : 51a 
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He chim'd no title from defcent of blood, 

But that which made him noble made him good : 
Warm'd with more particles of heavenly flame. 

He wing’d his upright flight, and foar'd to fame ; 

The reft remain'd below, a tribe without a name. 515 
This law, though cuftotn now diverts the courie. 
As nature’s inftitute is yet in force; 

Uncancel’d, though dilut'd ; and he, whofe mind 
Is virtuous, is atone of noble kind ; 

Though poor in fortune, of celeftial race ; 510 

And he commits the crime who calls him bafe. 

Now lay the line, and meafure all thy court. 

By inward virtue, not external port ; 

And find whom juftlyto prefer above 

The man on whom my judgment plac’d my love ; 525 

So (halt thou lee his parts and perlon ihine ; 

And, thus compar’d, the reft a hale degenerate line. 
Nor took I, when I firft furvey’d thy court. 

His valour, or his virtues on report : 

But fruited what I ought to trull alone, 530 

Relying on thy eyes, and not. my own ; 

Thy praile, (and thine was then the public voice) 
Firft recommended Guifcard to my choice; 

Directed thus by thee, I look’d and found 
A man I thought deferving to be crown’d j 535 

Firft by my father pointed to my light, 

Nor leis confpicuous by his native light : 

His mind, his mien, the features of his face. 
Excelling all thareft of human race : 

Thei’e were thy thoughts, and thou couldft judge aright, 
Till interelt made a jaundice in thy light ; 54.1 

Or Ihpuld I grant thou didd not rightly fee, 

Then thou wort firft deceiv’d, and I deceiv’d by thee. 
But if thou lhalt alledge, through pride of mind. 

Thy blood' with one ot bale condition join’d, 545 
’ lis fa lie j for ’tis not baleneis to be poor ; / 

His poveify augmnts thy crime the more ; 

Upbraids thy juftice with the leant regard 

Of worth ; whom princes praji'e, they fljiould reward. 
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Are thefe the kings intruded by the crowd 550 

With wealth, to be difpens’d tor common good ? 

The people fweat not for their king’s delight, 

T’ enrich a pimp, or raife a parafite ; 

Their’s is the toil ; and lie who well lias ferv’d 
His country, has his country’s wealth deferv’d. 555 
Ev’n mighty monarchs oft are meanly born. 

And kings by birth to lowed rank return 5 
All fubjed to the power of giddy chance. 

For fortune can deprefs, or can advance 5 

But true nobility is of the mind, 560 

Not given by chance, and not to chance defign’d. 

For the remaining doubt, of thy decree. 

What to relolve, and how dii'poie of me. 

Be warn’d to call that ulelei's care afide, 

Mylelf alone will for myfelf provide. 565 

If, in thy doting and decrepit age, 

Thy loul, a (hanger in thy youth to rage. 

Begins in cruel deeds to take delight. 

Gorge with my blood thy barbarous appetite $ 

For I fo little am difpos’d to pray 570 

For life, I would not cad a wi(h away. 

Such as it is, th’ offence is all my own ; 

And what to Guifcard is already done. 

Or to be done, is doom’d by thy decree. 

That, if not executed fird by thee, 57 5 

Shall 011 my perfon be perform'd by me. 

Away, with women weep, and leave me here. 

Fix’d like a man, to die without a tear. 

Or fave, or (lay us both this prefent hour, 

’Tis all that fate lias left within thy power. 5S0 

She faid : nor did her father fail to find. 

In all fhe fpoke, the great nefs of her mind ; 

Yet thought die was notobdinate to die. 

Nor deem’d the death (he promis’d was fo nigh: 
Secure in this belief, he left the dame, 585 

Refolv’d to (pare her life, and fave her (hame; 

But that deteded objett to remove. 

To wroak his vengeance,, and to cure her love. 
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Intent on this, a ieerct order lign’d, 

The death of Guile aid to his guards enjoin’d ; 590 

Strangling was chofen, and the night the time, 

A mure revenge and blind as was the crime : 

His faithful heart a bloody lacrifice, 

Torn :• rom his bread ro glut the tyrant’s eyes, 

Clos’d the l'evere command (for, flaves to pay) 595 
What kings decree, the foldier mull obey : 

Wag’d againlt foes 5 and when the wars arc* o'er, 

Fit only to maintain delpotic power: 

Dangerous to freedom, and defir’d alone 
By kings who liek an arbitrary throne 5 600 

Such were thefe guards ; as ready to have (Inin 
1 he prince himielf, allur’d with greater gain ; 

So was the charge perform’d with better will, 

By men inur’d to blood, and exercis’d in ill. 

Now, though the fuilen fire had eas’d his mind, 605 
The pomp of his revenge was yet behind, 

A pomp prepar’d to grace the prefent he design’d. 

A goblet rich with gems, and rough with gold. 

Of depth and breadth, the precious pledge to hold,' 
With cruel care he chole : the hoilow part 6 to 

Inclos’d, tlie lid conceal’d the lover's heart : 

Then of his t rolled mifehiefs one he lent, 

And bade him with thefe words the gift prefent : 

Thy father fends thee this to cheer thy bread, 

And glad thy fight with what thou lov’lt the bell 5615 
As thou halt pleas’d his eyes, and joy’d his mind, 
With what he lov’d the moll of human kind. 

Ere this the royal dame, who well had weigh’d 
The coniequence of what her fire had laid, 

Fix’d on her fate, againft th’ expe&ed hour, 620 
Procur’d the means to have it in her power ; 

For this, (he had dilliil'd with early care 
The juice* of fnnples friendly to defpair, 

& magazine of death ; and thus prepar’d. 

Secure to die, the fatal meflage heard s -625 

Then fmilM fevere $ nor with a troubled look. 

Or trembling hand, the funqral prefent took : 
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F.v’n kept her countenance, when the lid remov'd 
DifclosM the heart, unfortunately lov’d j 
She needed not be told, within whole bread 630 
It lodg’d } the mefTage had explain’d the red. 

Or not amaz'd, or hiding her lurprife, 

She fternly on the bearer fix’d her eyes: 

Then thus: Tell Tancred, on his daughter’s part, 

The gold, though precious, equals not the heart : 635 
But he did well to give ins belt ; and I, 

Who wish'd a worthier urn, forgive his poverty - 
At thi. Ihe cuib’d a gro in, that clfe had come, 

And, p tiding, view’d the prefent in the tomb; 

Then , to the ht*»rt ador’d devoutly glow'd 640 

Her lip i, and, railing it, her lpcech renew’d : 

Ev’n from mv day of birth, to this, the bound 
Of my unhappy being, l have found 
My father’s care and tendernels exprdVd ; 

But this lull ail of love excels the rdt: 645 

For this fo dear a prelent, bear him back 
The heft return that I can live to make. 

The inellengcr dilpatcVd, again flie view’d 
The lov’d remains, and iighing thus purlu’d: 

Source of my lije, and lord of my deiires, 65a 

In whom I liv'd, with whom mv lbul expires, 

Poor heart, no more the ipring of vital heat. 

Curs’d be the hands that tore thee from thy feat! 

The courfc is tintih'd which thy fates decreed. 

And thou from thy corporeal prifon freed : 655 

Soon has thou reach’d rhe goal with mended pace, 

A world of woes dil’patch'd in little i’pace ; 

Forc’d by thy woith, thy foe, in death become 
iThy friend, has lodg'd thee in a coltly tomb. 

There yet remain’d thy funeral exequies, 660 

The weeping tribute of thy widow’s eyes, 

And thole, indulgent heaven has found the \£ay 
That I, before my death, have leave Xo pay. 

My father, ev’n in cruelty is kind, 

Or heav’-n lias turn'd the malice of liis mind 66 5 

To better uies th n his hatg dtfign’d ; 
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And made th’ infult which in his gift appears, 

The means to mourn thee with my pious tears 5 
Which I will pay thee down before I go. 

And lave'mylelf the pains to weep below, 670 

If fouls can weep ; though once I meant to meet 
My fate with face unmov’d, and eyes unwct. 

Yet fince I have thee herein narrow room, 

My tears (hall let thee firft afloat within thy tomb : 
Then (as I know thy fpirit hovers nigh) 675 

Under thy friendly conduit will I fly 
To regions unexplor’d, fee u re to (hare 
Thy Irate j nor hell (hall punifhment appear 5 
And heaven is double heaven, if thou art there. 

P She laid, her brimful eyes, that ready ftood, 68* 
And only wanted will to keep a flood. 

Releas’d their watery (tore, and pour’d amain. 

Like clouds low hung, a ibber (hower of rain : 

Mute folemn farrow, free from female noile, 

Such^as the majefty of grief deftroys ; 685 

For, bending o’er the cup, the tears (he (lied 
Seem’d by the pofture to difeharge her head, 

O’erfill’d before (and oft her mouth apply’d 
To the cold heart) j (he kifs’d at once, and cry’d. 

Her maids, who (food amaz’d, nor knew the caufe 690 
Of her complaining, nor whole heart it was ; 

Yet all due meafures of her mourning kept. 

Did office at the dirge, and by infe&ion wept ; 

And oft inquir’d th’ occaiion of her grief 
(Unanfwer’d but by fighs), and offer’d vain relief. 695 
At length, her ftock of tears already (hed, 

She wip’d her eyes, (lie rais’d her drooping head. 

And thus purfu’d : O ever faithful heart, 

I have perform’d the ceremonial part. 

The decencies of grief : it lefts behind, 700 

That, a§ our bodies were, our fouls be join’d ; 

To thy whate’er abode, my (hade convey, 

And, as an elder ghoft, direlf the way. 

She faid ; -and bade the phial to be brought, 

Where (he before had brewjd the deadly draught 1 70$ 
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Fir ft pouring out the med^Shable .bane, 

The heart, her tears had rins'd, (lie bath'd again ; 
/J'hen down her throat the death fecurely throws, 

And quaffs a long oblivion of her woes. 

This done, (he mounts the genial bed, and there 710 
(Her body firft compos'd with honed care) 

Attends the welcome reilq her hands yet hold 
Clole to her he srt the monumental gold ; 

Nor farther word liu (poke, but clos'd her, fight. 

And quiet fought the covert of the night. 715 

The damfels, who the while in (Hence mourn'd, 

Not knowing, nor lu (peeling death l’uborn'd. 

Vet, as their duty was, to Tancred lent j 
Who, conjcious of th' occnfion, rear’d th' event. 
Alarm'd, and with prefacing heart he came, 720 
And drew the curtains, and expos’d the dame 
To loath Come light : then with a late relief 
Made vain efforts to mitigate her grief. 

She, what Hie could, excluding day, her eyes 
Kept firmly leal’d. .and iternly thus replies : 725 

Tancred, reftrain thy tears, unfought by me. 

And ibrrow unavailing now to thee : 

Did ever man befoi e af&i& his mind, 

To fee th' effeft of what himlelf defign'd ? 

Vet, if thou haft remaining in thy heart 730 

Some fenfeof love, lbme unextingu idl'd part 
Of former kindneC, largely once profefs’d, 

Let me by that abjure thy harden'd bread. 

Not to deny thy daughter's la It rt quell ; • 

The lecret love whicn I fo long enjoy’d, 735 

And Hill conceal'd to gratiiy thy pride. 

Thou haft disjoin'd : but wi«h iny dying breath, * 

Seek not, I beg thee, to disjoin our death $ 

Where'er his corpie by thy command is laid. 

Thither lei mine in. public be convey'd i 9 740 

Expos'd in open view, and lide by lide, 

Acknowledg'd as a bridegroom and a bride. 

l he prince's arguitti hinder'd his reply : 

And (he, who felt her fate approaching nigh. 
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Seiz'd the cold heart, and, heaving to her bread, 74.5 
Here, precious pledge, /he faid, fccurely reft! 

Thele accents were her laft ; the creeping death 
Benumb’d her Ionics firft, then ftopp’d her breath, 
Tiius /he, for difobedience juftly dy’d : 

The fire was juftly puni/h'd for his pride : 75° 

The youth, leaft guilty, fuffer’d for th’ offence. 

Of duty violated to his prince ; 

Who, late repenting of his cruel deed. 

One common fepulchre for both decreed ; 

Intomb’d the wretched pair in royal ftate. 

And on their monument in/crib’d their fate. 756 
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O F all the cities in Romanian lands, 

The chief and mod renown’d, Ravenna (lands. 
Adorn’d in ancient times with arms and arts. 

And rich inhabitants, with generous hearts. 

But Theodore the brave, above the reli, 5 

With gifts of fortune and of nature blefs’d. 

The foremoft place for wealth and honour held. 

And all in feats of chivalry exccllM. 

This noble youth to madneis lov’d a dame 
Of high degree, Honoria was her name; 10 

Fair as the faircft, but of haughty mind. 

And fiercer than became fo loft a kind. 

Proud of her birth (for equal (lie had none) $ 

The reft (lie (corn’d ; but hated him alone ; 

His gifts, his conftant courtfhip, nothing gain’d 5 1 5 
For (he, the more he lov’d, the more difdain’d. 

He liv’d with ail the pomp he could tic vile, 

Attiits and tournaments obtain’d the prize; 

But found 110 favour in his lady’s eyes ; 

Kelentlefs as a rock, the lofty maid, 20 

Turn’d all to poilon that he did or laid : 

Nor prayers, nor tears, nor offer’d vows could move; 
The work went backward ; and the more he drove 
T* advance his (uit, the farther from her love. 

Weary’d at length, and wanting remedy, , 25 
He doubted oft, and oft refolv’d to die. 

But pride ftood ready to prevent the blow. 

For who would die to gratify a foe ? # 

His generous mind dililain’d l'o mean a fate; 

That pafs’d, his next endeavour was to hate. 30 
But vainer that relief than all the reft, 

The lefs he hop’d with more defire poffefs’d ; 

Love ftood the fiege, and would not yield his^breaft. 
Change was the next, but change deceiv’d his care; 
He fought a fairer, but found none fo fair. 35 

He would have worn her out by (low degrees. 

As men by falling ftarve th’untam’d difeafe; 

But prefent love requir'd aPprclcnt cafe. 
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Looking he feeds alone his farhifh'd eyes, 

Feeds lingering death, but looking not he dies. 40 
Yet dill he chofe the longed way to fate. 

Waiting at once his life and his eftate. 

His friends beheld, and pity’d him in vain, 

For what advice can eafe a lover’s pain ! 

Abfence, the bed expedient they could find, 45 

Might lave the fortune, if not cure the' mind : 

This means they long propos'd, but little gain’d, 

Yet, after much purluit, at length obtain’d. 

Hard you may think it was to give content. 

But draggling with his own defires he went, 50 

With large expence, ami with a pompous train, 
Provided as to vilit France and Spain, 

Or for loine dilhint voyage o’er the main. 

But love had clipp'd his wings, and cut him fliort. 
Confin’d within the purlieus of the court, 55 

Three miles he went, no farther could retreat 3 
His travels ended at his country -leat : 

To Chaffis pleating plains he took his way 
- There pitch’d his tents, and there refolv’d to day. 

The ipring was in the prime; the neighb’ring grove 
Supply’ll with birds the choriders of love : 61 

Mulic unbought, that minider’d delight 
To morning walks, and lull'd his cares by night : 
There he difcluirg'd his friends ; but not th’ expence 
Of frequent ti eats, and proud magnificence. 65 

He liv’d as kings retire, though more at. large 
From public bufinds, yet with equal charge; 

With houlc and lu art dill c;;m to receive ; 

As well content as Jove would give him leave : 

He would have liv'd more tree ; but many a gued, 70 } 
Who could foriake the fi icr.il, purfued the Had. 

It hapt one morning as his fancy led, 

Before his ufual hour he left his bed ; 

To walk within a lonely lawn, that flood 
On every fide lurrounded by a wood : 

Alone he walk’d, to pi eafe his pen five mind. 

And fought the decpi.it folitude to find 
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’Tvras in a grove of fpreading pines he ftray’d 5 
The winds within the quivering branches play’d. 

And dancing trees a mournful mufic made. So 

The place ilielf was fuiting to his care, 

Uncouth and fevage, as the cruel fair. 

He wandered on, unknowing where he went. 

Loft in the wood, and all on love intent : 

The day already half his race had run, 85 

And lummon'd him to due repaft at noon. 

But love could feel no hunger but his own. 

Whilft liftening to the murmuring leaves he ftood, 
More than a mile immers’d within the wood, 89 
At once the wind was laid ; the whiipering found 
Was dumb ; a rifing earthquake rock’d the ground $ 
With deeper brown the grove was overfpread j 
A ludden horror leiz’d his giddy head, 

And his ears tinkled, and his colour fled. 

Nature was in alarm ; fome danger nigh 95 

Seem’d threaten’d, though unieen to mortal eye. 
Unus’d to fear, he fummon’d all his foul. 

And ftood collected in himfelf, and whole ; 

Not long : for loon a whirlwind role around. 

And from afar he heard a fcreaming found, ioo 

A? of a dame diftrels’d, who cry d tor aid. 

And fill’d with loud laments the fecret (hade. 

A thicket dole befide the grove there ftood. 

With briers and brambles chok’d, and dwarfilh wood 5 
From thence the noife, which now, approaching near. 
With more diftinguilh’d notes invades his ear ; 106 

He rais’d his head, and law a beauteous* maid. 

With hair dilhevel’d, ilfuing through the lhade ; 
Stripp’d of her deaths, and ev’n thofe parts reveal’d, 
•Which modeft nature keeps from fight conceal’d. 110 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn. 

With palling through the brakes, and prickly thorp $ 
Two maftifts gauntand grim her flight purfu’d, 

And oft their fatten'd fangs in blood imbru’d ; 

Oft they came up, and pinch’d her tender fide, 1 15 

Morey, O mercy, heaven ! ihe ran, and cry’d $ 

Vql, III> ’T 
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When heaven was nam'd, they loos'd their hold again. 
Then iprang flie forth, they follow'd her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of fwarthy face, 

High on a coal-black deed purfu'd the chace ; xxo 
With flafliing flames his ardent eyes were fill'd. 

And in his hand a naked (word he held : 

He cheer’d the dogs to follow her who tied. 

And vow’d revenge on her devoted head. 

As Theodore was born of noble kind, 125 

The brutal a£lion rous’d his manly mind ; 

Mov’d with unworthy ulage of the maid. 

He, though unarm’d, refolv’d to give her aid. 

A fapline pine he wrench’d from out the ground. 

The readied: weapon that his fury found. 130 

Thus furnifli’d for offence, he crols’d the way 
Betwixt the gracelefs villain and his prey. 

The knight came thundering on, but, from afar. 
Thus in imperious tone forbad the war : 

Ceale, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 135 

Nor flop the vengeance of fo juft a grief 5 
But give me leave to feizc iny deftin’d prey. 

And let eternal juftice take the way : 

I but revenge my fate, difdain’d, betray’d. 

And fuffering death for this ungrateful maid. 140 
He faid, at once demounting from the fteed 5 
For now the hell-hounds with luperior fpeed 
Had reach’d the dame, and, fattening on her fide. 

The ground with iffuing ftreams of purple dy’d, 

Stood Theodor^ furpm’d in deadly fright, 145 

With chattering teeth, and briftling hair upright ; 

Yet arm'd with inborn worth, Whate’er, faid he. 
Thou art, who know’ft me better than I thee $ 

Or prove thy rightful caule, or be defy'd ; 

The fpeftre, fiercely flaring, thus reply’d : 1 50 

Know*. Theodore, thy anceftry I claim. 

And Guido Cavalcanti was my name. 

One common fire our fathers did beget, 

My name and ttory iorae remember yet : 

Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, i£5 

When for my fins I lov’d this haughty maid » 
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Not lefs ador’d in life, nor ferv’d by me, ' 

Than proud Honoria now is lov’d by thee. 

What did I not her ftubborn heart to gain > 

But all my vows were anfwer’d with dildain s 160 
She loom'd my forrows, and delpis’d my pain. 

Long time I dragg'd my days in fruitlefs care ; 

Then, loathing life, and plung’d in deep deipair, 

To finifh my unhappy life, I fell 
On this lharp fword, and now am damn’d in hell. 165 
Short was her joy ; for foon th’ intuiting maid 
By heaven’s decree in this cold grave was laid. 

And as in unrepented fin Ihedy’d, 

Doom’d to the lame bad place, is punilh’d for her pride: 
Becaule (lie deem’d I well delcrv’d to die, 170 

And made a merit of her cruelty. 

There, then, we met ; both try'd, and both were caft. 
And this irrevocable fentence pafs’d ; 

That fhe, whom I lb long purlu’d in vain, 

Should luffer from my hands a lingering pain : 175 

Renew’d to life that (he might daily die, 

I daily doom’d to follow, (he to fly 5 
No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 

I feek her life (for love is none below) s 

As often as my dogs with better Ipeed 180 

Arreft her flight, is Ihe tc* death decreed : 

Then with this fatal fword, on which I dy’d, 

I pierce her open back or tender fide, 

And tear that harden’d heart from out her breaft, 184. 
Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry hounds a 
Nor lies (he long, but, as her fates ordain, [teait. 
Springs up to life, and f relh to fecond pain, 

•Is fav’d to-day, to-morrow to be llain. 

This vers'd in death, th’ infernal knight relates, 
And then for proof fulfill’d the common fates $ 190 

Her heart and bowels through her back he drdto. 

And fed the hounds that help’d him to purfue. 

Stem look’d the fiend, as fruftrate of his will, 

Not half l'uflie’d, and greedy yet to kill. 

And now the foul, expiring through the wound, 

Had left the body breathlels on the ground, 

T 2 
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When thus the grilly fpeftre fpoke again : 

Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain > 

As many months as I fuftain’d her hate. 

So many years is Ihe condemn'd by fate 200 

To daily death $ and every feveral place, 

Confcious of her difdain and my dilgrace, 

Muft witnefs her juft puniihment ; and be 
A fcene of triumph and revenge to me l 
As in this grove I took my laft farewel, 205 

As on this very ipot of earth I fell. 

As Friday faw me die, fo (he my prey 
Becomes ev’nhere, on this revolving day. 

Thus while he fpoke, the virgin from the ground 
Upftartedfrelh, already clos’d the wound, 2x0 

And, unconcern’d for all (he felt before. 

Precipitates her flight along the ihore : 

The hell-hounds, as ungorg’d with flelh and blood, 
Purfue their prey, and leek their wonted food : 

The fiend remounts his courfer, mends his pace; 215 
And ail the vifion vanifh’d from the place. 

Long ftOod the noble youth opprels’d with awe. 

And ftupid at the wondrous things he faw, 

Surpafling common faith, tranfgrefling nature’s law. 

He would have been aflecp, and wilh’d to wake, 220 
But dreams, he knew, no lopg impreflion make. 
Though ftrong at firft j if vilion, to what end. 

But luch as muft his future ftate portend ? 

His love the damfel, andhimfelf the fiend. 

But yet, refle&ing that it could not be 22*5 

From heaven, which cannot impious afts decree, 
Refolv’d, within himlelf, to Hum the fnare. 

Which hell for his deftru&iondid prepare j 
And, as his better genius fhoulci dirett. 

From an ill cauie to draw a good effeft. 230 

InfpiKd from heaven he homeward took his way. 

Nor pall’d his new defign with long delay ; 

But of his train a trlifty fervant lent 
To call his friends together at his tent. 

They came, and, ufual lactations paid, 235 

With words premeditated thus he faid : 
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What'you have often counfti’d to remove 
My vain purluit of unregarded love 5 
By thrift my finking fortune to repair, 

Though late, yet is at laft become my care : 240 

My heart (hall be my own ; mv vaft expence 
Reduc’d to bounds, by timely providence 5 
This only I require; invite for me 
Honoria, with her father’s family. 

Her friends and mine ; the caufe 1 (hall difplay, 245 
On Friday next ; for that’s th' appointed day. 

Well pleas’d were all his friends, the talk was light. 
The father, mother, daughter they invite ; 

Hardly the dame was drawn to this repaft ; 

But yet relolv’d, becaule it was the laft. 2jo 

The day was come, the guefts invited came. 

And, with the reft, th’ inexorable dame ; 

A feaft prepar’d with riotous expence, 

Much coll, more care, and moft magnificence. 

The place ordain’d was in that haunted grove, 255 
Where the revenging ghoft purfu’d his love ; 

The tables in a proud pavilion fpread. 

With flowers below, and tiflue overhead : 

The reft in rank, Honoria chief in place. 

Was artfully contriv’d to let her face 26© 

To front the thicket, and behold the chace. 

The feaft was lerv’d, the time lo well forecaft. 

That juft when the defert and fruits were plac’d. 

The fiends alarm began ; the hollow found 
Sung in the leaves, the foreft (hook around, 265 

Air blacken’d, roll’d the thunder, groan'd the ground* 
Nor long before the loud laments arife, 

£ f one diftreis’d, and maftifFs mingled cries; 

nd firft the dame came rulhing through the wood, 

And next the familh’d hounds that iought their 
food. 

And grip'd her flanks, and oft effay'd their jaws in 
blood. • V* 

Laft came the felon, on his fable fteed, .. [fpeed. 
Aim'd with his naked IwonJ, and urg’d his dogs .to 

T > 
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She ran, and crry'd, her flight dire&ly bent 
(A gueit unbidden) to the fatal tent. 275 

The fcene of death, and place ordain'd for pumlhment. 
Loud was the noife, aghaft was every gueft, 

The women (hriek'd, the men forfook the feaft j 
The hounds at nearer diftance hoarfely bay'd 5 
The hunter clofe purfu’d the vifionary maid, a 80 

She rent the heaven with loud laments, imploring aid. 

The gallants, to proteft the lady’s right. 

Their faulchions brandifh’d at the grifly fprite ; 

High on his ftirrups he provok'd the fight. 

Then on the crowd he caft a furious look, 285 

And wither’d all their ftrength before he fpoke : 

Back on your lives ; let be, faid he, my prey. 

And let my vengeance take the deflin’d way ; 

Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 

Againft tn’ eternal doom of Providence ; 290 

Mine is t.h’ ungrateful maid by heaven defign’d : 

Mercy (lie would not give, nor mercy fhall file find. 

At this the former tale again he told 

With thundering tone, and dreadful to behold : 

Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 295 
Nor needed to be warn’d a fecond time. 

But bore each other back : fome knew the face. 

And all had heard the much lamented cafe 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal place. 

And now th* infernal minifter advanc’d, 300 

Seiz'd the due vi&im, and with fury lanced 
Her back, and> piercing through her intnoft heart. 

Drew backward as before tl\’ offending part. 

The reeking entrails next he tore away. 

And to his meagre maftiffs made a prey. 30^ 

The pale afliffants on each other flar'd, , 

With gaping mouths for i filling words prepar'd > 

The Aik- bom founds upon the palate hung. 

And dy’d imperfeft on the faultering tongue. 

The fright was general } but the female band 310 
(A helplefs train) in more confufion ftand : 
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With horror Ihuddering, on a heap they nin, 

Sick at*the fight of hateful juftice done $ [own. 

For confciEnce rung th’ alarm, and made the cale their „ 

So, fpread upon a lake with upward eye, 315 

A plump of fowl behold their foe on high $ 

They clofe their trembling troop j and all attend 
On whom the fowfing eagle will defeend. 

But moft the proud Honoria fear’d th’ event. 

And thought to her alone the vifion fent. 320 

Her guilt prefents to her diftra&ed mind 
Heaven’s juftice, Theodore’s revengeful kind. 

And the lame fate to the fame fin align’d. 

Already fees herfelf the monfter’s prey. 

And feels her heart and entrails torn away, 3*5 
’Twas a mute fcene of forrow, mix’d with fear 5 
Still on the table lay th’ unfinilh'd cheer : 

The knight and hungry maftiffs flood around. 

The mangled dame lay breathlefs on the ground j 
When on a fudden, re-infpir’d with breath, 350 
Again lhe rofe, again to iufFer death ; 

Nor (laid the hell-hounds, nor the hunter ftaid. 

But follow’d, as before, the flying maid : 

Th’ avenger took from earth th’ avenging fword. 

And mounting light as air his fable deed he fpurr’d .* 
The clouds difpell'd, the Iky refum’d her light, 336 
And nature flood recover’d of her fright. 

But fear, the lafl of ills, remain'd behind. 

And horror heavy fat on every mind. 

Nor Theodore encourag’d more the feaft, 340 

But fternly look’d, as hatching in his* bread 
Some deep defigns j which when Honoria view’d. 

The f^elh impulfe her former fright renew’d $ 

She thought herfelf the trembling dame who fled, 

And him the grifly ghofl that fpurr’d th’ infernal deed: 
The moredifmay’d, for when the guefts withdrew, 346 
Their courteous hofl, faluting all the crew, 

Regardlefs pafs’d her o’er ,• nor grac’d with kind adieu } 
That fling infix’d within her haughty mind 
The dowiffal of her empire fhe divin’d $ 350 

And her proud heart wifli fecret forrow pin’d. 



Home as they went, the fad difeourfe renew'd 
Of the relentlefs dame to death purfu’d, 

And of the fight oblcene fo lately view’d. 

None durtt arraign the righteous doom fhe bore, 355 
Ev'n they who pity’d moil, yet blam'd her more : 

The parallel they needed not to name, 

But in the dead they damn'd the living dame. 

At every little noife fhe look'd behind. 

For it ill the knight was prefent to her mind : 360 

And anxious oft (he ftarted on the way, 

And thought the horfeman ghoft came thundering for 
Return'd, fhe took her bed with little relt, [his prey* 
But in fhort (lumbers dreamt the funeral fealt : 
Awak'd, fhe turn'd her fide, and flept again 5 365 

The lame black vapours mounted in her brain. 

And the lame dreams return'd with double pain. 

Now forc’d to wake, becaufe afraid to lleep. 

Her blood all fever’d, with a furious leap 
She lprang from bed, diftra&ed in her mind, . 370 

And fear’d, at every ltep, a twitching Iprite behind. 
Darkling and defperate, with a ftaggering pace. 

Of death afraid, and confcious of difgrace ; 

Fear, pride, remorfe, at once her heart aifaU'd, 

Pride put remorfe to flight, but. fear prevail'd. 375 
Friday, the fatal day, when next it came. 

Her foul forethought the fiend would change his game. 
And her purfue, or Theodore be (lain, [plain. 

And two ghofts join their packs to hunt her o’er the 
This dreadful image (b poflefs’d her mind, 380 

That, defperate any fuccour elfe to find, 

She ceas’d all farther hope ; and now began 
Tomakerefle&ion on th* unhappy man. 

Rich, brave, and young, who paft expreflion lov’d. 
Proof to difdain, and not to be remov’d i 385 

Of all the wen refpe&ecl and admir’d, 

Of all the dames, except herfelf, defir’d : 

Why not of her, preferr’d above the reft 

By him with knightly deeds, and open love profefs’d ? 

So had another been, where t\e lus vows addvefs’d. 

% 
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This quell'd her pride, yet other doubts remain'd, 391 
That, once diidainiiig, (he might bedifdain’d. 

The teat was jutt, but greater tear prevail’d. 

Fear of her life by hellifh hounds affaii’d : 

He took a lowering leave ; but who can tell, 395 
What outward hate might inward love conceal ? 

Her fex's arts (he knew ; and why not, then, 

Might dee;> dilfembling have a place in men ? 

Here hope began to dawn ; relbiv’d to try. 

She fix’d on this her utmoft remedy s 400 

Death was behind, but hard it was to die. 

’Twas time enough at lalt on death to call, 

The precip : ce in light : a (hrub was all. 

That kindly Hood betwixt to break the fatal fall. 

One maid (lie had, beiov’d above the reft $ 405 

Secure of her, the iecret (he confel's’d ; 

And now the cheerful light her tears difpell’d, 

She with no winding turns the truth conceal’d. 

But put the woman off, and ftood reveal’d : 

With faults confefs’d commillion’d her to go, 410 
If pity yet had place, arc. ucc 1 ciu. her ioe ; 

The welcome meffage made, was foon receiv’d ; 
*Twas to be wifh’d, and hop’d, but icarce believ’d; 
Fatefeem’d a fair occafion to prelent ; 

He knew the fex, and fear'd (he might repent, 415 
Should he delay the moment of content. 

There yet remain’d to gain her friends (a care 
The modefty of maidens well might (pare ) ; 

But' (he with fuch a zeal the cauiie embrac’d 

(As women, where they will, are all in hafte ;) 4x0 

The father, mother, and the kin befide. 

Were overborne by fury of the tide 5 
With full conient of all (he chang’d her date ; 
Refiftlefs in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn’d, the reft beware ; 4 4 S 

More eafy, lefs imperious, were the fair ; 

And that one hunting, whith the devil defign’d 
For on$ fair female, loft' him half the kind. 428 
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POETA. LQQ^ITUR. 

O LD a$ I am, for ladies love unflt, 

The power of beauty I remember yet. 

Which once inflam’d my foul, and ftill inl'pires my wit. 
If love be folly, the fevere divine 
Has felt that folly, though he cenfures mine ; 5 

Pollutes the pleafures of a chafte embrace, 

A&s what I write, and propagates in grace. 

With riotous excels, a prieifly race. 

Suppofe him free, and that I forge th’ offence. 

He fhew’d the way, perverting firft my fenfe : 10 

In malice witty, and with venom fraught. 

He makes me lpctfk the things I never thought.' 
Compute the gains of his ungovern *d zeal ; 

111 fuita his cloth the praile of railing well. 

The world will think that what We loofely write, 1 $ 
Though now arraing’d, he lead with fome delight $ 
Becauie he feems to chew the cud again. 

When his broad comment makes the text too plain ; 
And teaches more in one explaining page, 

Than ail the double meanings of the llage. zo 

What needs he paraphrale on what we mean? 

We were at worft but wanton j he’s obfcene. 

I not my fellows nor mylelf excul’e $ 

But love’s the lubjefil of the comic Mufe 5 

Nor can we write without it, nor would you *5 

A tale of only dry inftru&ion view ; 

Nor love is always of a vicious kind. 

But oft to virtuous a&s inflames the mind. 

Awakes the fleepy vigour of the loul, 

And, brulhing o’er, adds motion to the pool. 3® , 
Love, ftudious how to pleafe, improves our parts 
Witii polifh’d manners, and adorns with arts. 

Love firft<invented verle, and form’d the rhime. 

The motion meaftr’d, harmoniz’d the chime 5 
To liberal a&s 'enlarg’d th£ narrow* lbul’d, 35 

Soften'd the fierce, and made the coward bold : 

The world, whenwafte, he .peopled with increase* 

And warring nations reconcil’d in peace. 
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Ormond, the and all the fair may find, 

In this one legend, to their fame deftgn’d, 40 

When beauty fires the blood, bow love exalts the mind* 
In that fweet iile where Venus keeps her court, 

And every grace, and all the loves, refort ; 

Where either fex is form’d of lofter earth, 

And takes the bent of pleafure from her birth 5 45 

There liv’d a Cyprian lord, above the reft 
Wife, wealthy, with a numerous iffue bids’ d. 

But as no gift of fortune is lincere. 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir; 

His eldcft born, a goodly youth to view, 50 

Exceli’d the reft in fhape, and outward Ihew, 

Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion join'd. 

But of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind. 

His foul bely’d the features of his face ; 

Beauty was there, but beauty in difgrace. 55 

A clownifh mien, a voice with mftic found. 

And ftupid eyes that ever lov’d the ground. 

He look’d like Nature’s error, as the mind 
And body were not of a piece defign’d. 

But made for two, and by miftake in one were join’d. 60 
The ruling rod, the father's forming care. 

Were exercis’d in vain on wit’s defpair ; 

The more inform’d, the lefs he underftood. 

And deeper funk by floundering in the mud . 

Now fcorn’d of all, and grown the public ihame, 65 
The people from Galefus chang’d his name. 

And Cymon call’d, which lignifies a brpte ; 

So well his name did with his nature fuit. 

His father, when he found his labour loft. 

And care employ'd that anfwer’d not the coft, 70 
thole an ungrateful objett to remove, 

And loath'd to lee what Nature made him love 5 
So to his country farm the fool confin’d ; 

Rude work well fuited with a ruftic mind* 

Thus to the wilds the lhwty Cymon went, 75 

A (quire among the fwains, and pleas’d with baniftv- 
His cptn and cattle were his only care, [ment. 

And his fupreme delight, a countr y fair. 
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It happen'd on a Cummer’s holiday, 

. That to the green-wood (hade he took his way ; So 
For Cymon (hunn’d the church, and us’d not much to 
His quarter ftaff, which he could ne’er forfake, [pray. 
Hung half before, and half behind his back. 

He trudg’d along, unknowing what he fought. 

And whittled as he went for want of thought. 85 
By chance conducted, or by thirtt conft rain’d, 

The deep receffes of the grove he gain’d $ 

Where, in a plain defended by the wood. 

Crept through the matted grafts a cryftal flood. 

By v^iich an alabafter fountain ftood : 90 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 
(Attended by her flaves) a deeping maid. 

Like Dian and her nymphs, when tir’d with fport. 

To reft by cool Eurotas they relbrt : 

The dame herfelf the goddefs well exprefs’d, 95 
Not more diftinguidi'd by her purple veft. 

Than by the charming features of her face. 

And ev’n in dumber a luperior grace; 

Her comely limbs compos’d with decent care. 

Her body (haded with a (light cymar 5 loe 

Her bofom to the view was only bare : 

Where two beginning paps were fcarcely fpy’d. 

For yet their places were butfignify’d ; 

The fanning wind upon herboiom blows. 

To meet the fanning wind the bolom refe $ 105 

The fanning wind, and purling ftreams, continue her re- 
The fooj of .nature ftood with ftupid eyes, [pofe. 

And gaping mouth, that teftify’d furprife. 

Fix’d on her face, nor could remove his fight, . 

New as be was to love, and novice to delight : 1 10 

Long mute he ftood, and leaning on his ftafF, 

His wonder witnefs'd with an idiot laugh j 
Then would have 1’poke, but by his glimmering fenfe 
Fit# found. his want of words, and fear’d offence : 
Doubted for what he was 0 he (hould be known, xi 5 
By his clown accent, and bis country tone ? 

Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot the ftrft ray that pierc'd the native night j - 
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Then day and darknefs in the mafs were mix'd ; 

Till gather’d in a globe the beams were fix'd. 120 
Laft fhone the fun, who, radiant in his fphere, 

Illumin'd heav’n and earth, and roll’d around the year. 
So reafon in his brutal foul began, 

Love made him firft luipeft he was a man. j 
Love made him doubt his broad barbarian found 3125 
By love his want of words and wit he found j 
That fenie of want prepar'd the future way 
To knowledge, and difclos’d the promile of a day. 

What not his father’s care, nor tutor’s art. 

Could plant with pains in his unpolilh’d heart, , 130 
The beft inftruflor, love, at once infpir’d. 

As barren grounds to fruitfulnefs are fir’d s 

Love taught him fhame j and fhame, with Jove at flrife,. 

Soon taught the fweet civilities of life j 

His grofs material foul at once could find 135 

Somewhat in her excelling all her kind: 

Exciting a dclire till then unknown, 

Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 

This made the firft impreflion on his mind. 

Above, but juft above, the brutal kind, 140 

Forbeafts can like, but not diftingutth too. 

Nor their own liking by reflexion know 5 
Nor why they like or this or t’ other face. 

Or judge of this or that peculiar grace ; 

But love in grofs, and ftupidly admire : 145 

As flies', allur’d by light, approach the fire. 

Thus our man-beaft, advancing by degrees, 

Firft likes the 'whole, then feparates what he fees 5 
On feveral parts a leveral praife beftows, 

The ruby lips, the weli-proportion’d nofe, 150 

’The fnowy fkin, and raven-glofly hair, 

The dimpled cheek, and forehead rifing fair, 

And, ev'n in ileep itlelf, a finiling air. 

From thence his eyes descending view’d the reft, 

Her plump round arms, whittfhands, and heaving breaft. 
Long on the laft he dwelt, though every part 1 
A pointed arrow fped to pierce his heart. 

VQi. ill. # U 
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Thus in a trice a judge of beautv grown, 

(A judge ere&ed from a country clown) 

He long'd to fee her eyes, in dumber hid, ifio 

And wish'd his own could pierce within the lid : 

He would have wak’d her, but retrain'd his thought* 
And love new-born the firft good manners taught. 

And awful fear his ardent wifh withstood, 

Nor durft difturb the goddefs of the wood. 165 

For fuch fhe feem’d by her celeftial face. 

Excelling all the reft of human race. 

And things divine, by common fenfe he knew, 

Muft be devoutly feen, at diftant view : 

So checking his defire, with trembling heart 179 

Gazing he ftood, nor would nor could depart ; 

Fbc’d as a pilgrim wilder" d in his way. 

Who dares not ftir by night, for fear to ftray. 

But ftands with awful eyes, to watch the dawn of day. 

At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 175 

(So was the beauty call'd who caus’d his care) 
Unclos’d her eyes, and double day reveal’d. 

While tliofe or all her Haves in deep were ieal’d. 

The Havering cudden, propp’d upon his ftaff. 

Stood ready gaping with a grinning laugh, 180 

To welcome her awake ; nor durft begin 
To fpeale, but wilely kept the fool within. 

Then Hie, What makes you, Cymon, here alone ? 

(For Cymon’s name was round the country known, 
Becauie defcended of a noble race, 185 

And for a foul, ill forted with his face.) 

But ftiil the fot ftood iilent with lurprife. 

With fix’d regard on her new- open’d eyes. 

And in his breaft receiv’d th* invenom’d dart, 

A tickling pain that pleas’d amid the fmart. 199 
But, confcious of her form, with quick diftruft 
She law his fpark ling eyes, and fear’d his brutal luft t 
This to prevent, Hie wak’d her Heepy crew, 

And, rifing hafty, took a u Hiort adieu. 

Then Cymon firft his ruftic voice efiay’d, tfg. 
With proffered lervice to fhe parting maid 
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To fee her fafe $ his hand (lie long deny’d* 

But took at length* alham’d of i'uch a guide* 

So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 

"No more would to his country clowns repair, 106 
Bitt fought bis father's houfe with better mind, 
Refufing in the farm to be confin’d. 

, The father wonder’d at the Ton’s return. 

And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn j 

But doubtfully receiv’d, expelling ftill 20$ 

To learn the lecret caufes of his alter'd will. 

Nor was he long delay’d s the firft requeft 
He made, was like his brothers to be drefs’d. 

And, as his birth requir’d, above the reft. 

With eale his fuit was granted by his tire, aijb 
Diftinguilhing his heir by rich attire, 

His body thus adorn’d, he next deiign’d 
With liberal aits to cultivate his mind • 

He fought a tutor of his own accord, 

And ftudy’d leflons he before abhorr’d. *15 

Thus the man-child advanc’d, and Jearn’d fofaft. 
That in fhort time his equals he furpafs’d s 
His brutal manners from his brcaft exil’d. 

His mien he faihion’d, and his tongue he fil’d 5 
In every exercife of all admir’d, 220 

He ieein’d, nor only feem’d, but was infpir’d : 

Infpir’d by love, whole bufinefs is to pleafe 5 
He rode, he fenc’d, he mov’d with graceful eafe* 

More fam’d for fenfe, for courtly carriage more. 

Than for his brutal folly known before. • 225 

What then of alter’d Cymon (hall we fay, 

But that the fire which chok’d in allies lay, 

A load too heavy for his foul to move, 

Was upward blown below, and brufh’d away by love ; 
Love made an attive progrels through his mind, 230 
The dulky parts he clear’d, the grois refin’d, # 

The drowfy wak’d j and as he went imprei’s’d 
The MakeV’s image on the human breait. 

Thus was the man amended by defire, 

And though he lov’d perhaps with too much fire, 235 
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His father all hi* faults with reafon fc attttM* 

And lik’d an error of the better hand j 
Excus’d th’ excefs of pnflion in his mind* 

By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin’d : 

So Cymon, fince his Are indulg'd his will, 140 

Impetuous lov’d, and would be Cymon Hill : 

Galefus he difown’d, and choie to bear. 

The name of fool confirm’d, and bifhop’d by thefair* 
To Cipfeus by his friends his fuit he mov’d, 

Cipfeus, the father of the fair he lov’d : 045 

But he was pre-engag’d by former ties, 

While Cymon was endeavouring to be wife : 

And Iphigene, oblig’d by former vows. 

Had given her faith to wed a foreign fpoufe 1 

Her Are and (he to Rhodian Pafimond, *50 

Though both repenting, were by promife bound. 

Nor could retrail j and thus, as fate decreed. 

Though better lov’d, he lpoke too late to fpeed. 

The doom was paft, the (hip already fent 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent : *55 

Sigh’d to herfelf the fair unhappy maid. 

While ftormy Cymon thus in lecret faid : 

The time is come for Iphigene to find 
The miracle Ihe wrought upon my mind : 

Her charms have made me man, her ravifh’d love 260 
In rank (hall place me with the biefs’d above. 

For mine by love, by force (he (hall be mine. 

Or death, if force fhould fail, (hall finifh my defign. 
Refolv’d, he faid $ and rigg’d with fpeedy care 
A veffel ftrong, and well equipp'd for war. ftfj 
The lecret (hip with chofen friends he flor’d ; 

And, bent to die or conquer, went aboard. 

Ainbufh'd he lay behind the Cyprian fhore. 

Waiting the fail that all his wifhes bore ; 

Nor long expe&ed, for the following tide 170 

Sent out the hoilile fhip and beauteous bride. 

To Rhodes the rivai bark dire£lly fleer’d. 

When Cymon fiidden at her back appear’d, 

And flopp’d her flight 5 then. Handing on hi* prow. 
In haughty terms he thus defy’d the foe j 275 
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Or ftrlke your fails at fummons, or prepare 
To prove the laft extremities of war. 

Thus warn’d, the Rhodians for the fight provide 5 
Already were the veflels fide by fide, *79 

Thefe obftinate to lave, and thofe to feize the bride. 
But Cymon foon his crooked grapples call, 

Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac’d, [pafsM. 
And, arm'd with fword and Ihield, amid the prefs he 
Fierce was the fight, but, haftening to his prey. 

By force the furious lover freed his way : 485 

Himlelf alone difpers’d the Rhodian crew. 

The weak dilclam'd, the valiant overthrew 5 
Cheap conqueft for his following friends remain'd. 

He reap’d the field, and they but only glean’d. 

His viflory confels’d, the foes retreat, 7.90 

And call the weapons at the vigor’s feet. 

Whom thus he cheer’d : O Rhodian youth, I fought 
For love alone, nor other booty fought : 

Your lives are fafe ; your veffel I refign ; 

Yours be your own, reftoring what is mine ; 395 

In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 

Robb'd by my rival, and detain’d by you : 

Your Pafimond a lawlels bargain drove. 

The parent could not fell the daughter’s love 5 
Or, if he could, my love difdains the laws, 300 

And, like a king, by conquelt, gains his caufe : 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain. 

Love taught me force, and force (hall love maintain. 
You, what by llrength you could not keep, releafe, 

And at an ealy ranlom buy your peace. 305 

Fear on the conquer’d fide foon fign’d th’ accord, 
And Iphigene to Cymon was reftor’d : 

While to his arms the blulhing bride he took 5 
To Teeming fadnefs (he compos’d her look ; 

As if by force fubje&ed to his will, • 31® 

Though pleas’d, diflemblipg, and a woman ftill. 
And, forflie wept, he' wip’d her falling tears ; 

And. pray’d her to difmifs her empty fears. 

For yours t am, he faid,»and has deferv’d 
Yo»t lore much better whom fo long 1 ferv'd, 3*5 
V 3 
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Than he to whom vour formal farther ty’d 
Your vows, and fold a (lave, not fent a bride. 

Thus while he fpoke, he feiz’d the willing prey, 

As Paris bore the Spartan fpoufe away. 

Faintly (lie fcream’d, and ev’n her eyes confefs’d jto 
She rather would be thought, than was diftrels’d. 

Who now exults but Cymon in his mind ? 

Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind. 

Proud of the prefent, to the future blind l 
Secure of fate, while Cymon plows the fea, 

And deers to Candy with his conquer’d prey,’ 

Scarce the third glafs of meafur’d hours was run, 
When like a fiery meteor funk the fun : 

The promile of a ftorm 5 the (hifting gales 
Forfake by fits, and fill the flagging fails ; 330 

Hoarfe murmurs of the main from far were heard,. 
And night came on, not by degrees prepar’d. 

But all at once ; at once the winds arife. 

The thunders roll, the forky light’ning flies. 

In vain the mailer iffues out commands, 335 

In vain the trembling failors ply their hands : 

The temped unforefeen prevents their care. 

And from the fird they labour in defpair. 

The giddy (hip betwixt the winds and tides, 

Forc’d back, and forwards, in a circle rides, 340 
Stunn’d with the different blows ; then (hoot9 amain. 
Till, counterbufTd, (he dops, and deeps again. 

Not more aghaft the proud archangel fell, 

Plung’d from Jthe height of heaven to deeped hell, 

. Than dood the lover of his love podefs’d, 345 

Now curs’d the more, the more he had been blefs’d j 
More anxious for her danger than his own. 

Death he defies 5 but would be lofl alone. 

Sad Iphigene, to womanHh complaints. 

Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the faints 3 350 

Ev’n if (he could, her love (he would repent. 

But, fince (he cannot, dr&ads the punifhment 3 
Her forfeit faith and Pafimond betray’d, 

Are ever prelent, and her c/i me upbraid. 
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She blames herfelf, nor blames her lover lefs, 355 
Augments her anger, as her fears in^reafe : 

From her own back the burden would remove. 

And lays the load on his ungovern’d love. 

Which interpofingdurft, in heav’ns defpite. 

Invade, and violate another’s right * 

The powers incens’d a while deferr'd his pain. 

And made him mailer of his vows in vain : 

But foon they punifh'd his prefumptuous pride 5 
That for his daring entcrprife fhe dy’d \ 

Who rather not refilled, than comply \ 1 . 365 

Then, impotent of mind, with alter’d fenfe. 

She hugg’d th’ offender, and forgave th’ offence. 
Sexto the lift, mean time with fails declin’d 
The wandering veflel drove before the wind : 

Xofa'd and retofs’d, aloft, and then below, 370 

Nor port they feek, nor certain courfe they know. 

But every moment wait the coming blow. 

Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they view’d 
The land before them, and their wars renew’d ; 

The land was welcome, but the tempeft bore 375 
The threaten’d fhip againft a rocky fhore. 

A winding bay was near ; to this they bent. 

And juft efcap’d ; their force already fpent ; 

Secure from ftorms, and panting from the fea. 

The land unknown at leifure they furvey ; 380 

And faw (but foon their fickly fight withdrew) 

The riling towers of Rhodes at diflaiit view 5 
And curs’d the hoftile. fhore of Pafimor^d, 

Sav’d from the Teas, and fhipwreck’d on the ground. 

The frighted Tailors try’d their ftrength in vain 385 
To turn tne Hern, and tempt the ftormy main j 
But the ftiff wind withftood the labouxing oar. 

And forc’d them forward on the fatal fhore ! 

The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian ftrand. 

And the (hip moor’d conft rains the crew to land s 390 
Yet Hill they might be fafe/becaufe unknown. 

But, as ill fortune feldom comes alone. 

The veflel they difmifs’d was driv’n before, 

Afcady flicker'd on their native fhore \ 39* 
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Known each, they Know j but each with change of 
The vanquifhVf fide exults ; the vi&ors fear } [cheer $ 
Not them but theirs, made prifoners e’er they fight, 4 
Defpairing conqueft, and depriv’d of flight* 

The country rings around with loud alarms, 

And raw in fields the rude militia fwarms $ 400 

Mouths without hands, maintain’d at vaft expence. 

In peace a charge, in war a weak defence : 

Stout once a month they march, a blufterlng band. 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand ; 

This was the mom when, ifluing on the guard, 405 
Drawn up in rank and file they Hood prepar’d 
Of leeming arms to make a fbort eflay, 

Then haften to be drunk, the bufinefs of the day. 

The cowards would have fled, but that they knew 
Themlelves lo many, and their foes fo few ; 419 

But, crowding on, the laft the firft impel ? 

Till overborn with weight the Cyprians fell, 

Cymon enflav’d, who firft the war begun,# 

And Iphigeneonce more is loft and won. 

Deep in a dungeon was the captive caft, 415 

Depriv’d of day, and held in fetters faft : 

His life was only lpar’d at their reqtieft. 

Whom taken he i"o nobly had releas’d s 
But Iphigenia was the ladies’ care, 

Each in their turn addrelVd to treat the fair ; 420 

While Pafimond and his the nuptial feaft prepare. 

Her lecret foul to Cymon was inclin’d. 

But (lie muft fuffier what her fates aflign’d , 

So paffivc is the church of womankind. 

What worfe to Cymon could his fortune deal, [42 5 
Roll'd to the loweft Ipoke of all her wheel ? 

It refted to difmils the downward weight. 

Or raife him upward to his former height. 

The lattei^leas’d ; and love (concern’d the moft) 
Prepar’d th’ amends, for what by love he loft. 4 $0 

The fire of Pafimond hacf left a Ion, 

Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Ormifda call’d, to whom by promifety’d, 

A Rhodian beauty was the deftin'd bride. 



CYltfOW AND IPHICENIA. 

Caflaadra was her name, above the reft 435 

Renown’d for birth, with fortune amply bdefs’d. 
Lyfimachus, who rul’d the Rhodian (late, 

Was then by choice their annual magiftrate 3 
He lov'd Caffandra too with equal fire. 

But fortune had not favour'd his defire 5 440 

Crofs’d by her friends, by her not difapprov’d. 

Nor yet preferred, or like Ormifda lov’d ; 

So ltood th* affair : fome little hope remain’d. 

That, fhould his rival chance to lofe,he gain’d. 

Mean time young Pafimond his marriage preis’d, 445 
Ordain’d the nuptial day, prepar’d the feaitj 
And frugally relblv’d (the charge to fhun. 

Which would be double Ihould he wed alone) 

To join his brother’s bridal with his own. 

Lyfimachus, opprelVd with mortal grief, 450 
Receiv’d the news, and ftudy’d quick relief : 

The fatal day approach’d 3 if force were us’d. 

The magillrate his public trull abus’d 5 

To juilice liable, as law requir’d 3 

For, when his office ceas’d, his power expir’d : 453 

While power remain’d, the means were in his hand 

By force to feize, and then forfake the land : 

Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 

A (lave to fame, but, more a Have to love : 

Rellraining others, yet himlelf not free, 460 

Made impotent by power, debas’d by dignity. 

Both fides he weigh’d ; but, after much debate. 

The man prevail’d above the magiftrate. 

Love never fails to mailer what he finds. 

But works a different way in different minds, 463 
The fool enlightens, and the wife lie blinds. 

This youth, propofing to poffefs and ’lcapc. 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape : 

Unprais’d by me, though heaven fometimestnay bjefs 
An impious a£l with undelerv’d fuccefs 3 470 

The great it ieems are privileged alone 
To punifh. all injuftice but their own. 



*3& 1>RY»B«'9 PGBMS, 

But here I flop, not daring to proceed# . 

Yet blufh to flatter an unrighteous deed : 

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. , 475 
Refolv'd on force, his wit the praetor bent. 

To find the means that might fecure th’ event ^ 

Nor long he labour'd, for his lucky thought 
In captivje Cymon found the friend he fought ; 

Th’ example pleas'd s the cause and crime the fame ; 
An injur’d lover, and a ravifh’d dame. 48* 

How much he durft he knew by what he dar’d. 

The lefs he had to lofe, the lefs he car'd. 

To manage loathfome life when love was the reward* 
This ponder’d well, and fix’d on his intent, 4S5 
In depth of night he for the prifoner lent j 
In fecret fent, the public view to fhun. 

Then with a lober fmile he thus begun. 

The powers above, who bounteouily bellow 
Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 490 

Yet prove our merit firft, nor blindly give 
To liich as are not worthy to receive : 

For valour and for virtue they provide 
Their due reward, but firft they muft be try’d ; , 

Thefe fruitful feeds within your mind they low’d ; 495 
'Twas yours t' improve the talent they bellow’d s 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind,! 

And purge the groffer parts ; they gave you careT 
To pleafe, and courage to delerve the fair, 50® 

Thus far they try’d you, and by proof they found 
The grain emrufted in a grateful ground : 

But ftill the great experiment remain'd. 

They fuffer’d you to lofe the prize you gain’d 5 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone : 505 

And when reftor’d, to them the bleflingown. 

ReftorM if foon will be 5 the means prepar’d, 

The difficulty fmooth’d, the danger fhar’d : 

Be but yourfelf, the care to me refign. 

Then Iphigene is yours, CafTandra mine. 51 6 

Your rival Pafimond purfuev your life. 

Impatient to revenge his ravifh’d wife, 
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But yet not his $ to-morrow, is behind, 

And love our fortunes in one band has join'd s 
Two brothers are our toes, Ormiftfa mine, 5 15 

As much declar'd as Pafunond is thine : 

To-morrow mull their common vows be ty’d : 

With love to friend, and fortune for our guide, 

Let both reiolve to die, or each redeem a bride* 

Right I have none, nor haft thou much to plead s 
*Tis force, when done, muft juftify the deed : 5* t 

Our talk perform’d, we next prepare for flight t 
And let the lofers talk in vain of right s 
We with the fair will fail before the wind. 

If they aregriev’d, I leave the laws behind* 5a 5 
Speak thy refolves ; if now thy courage droop, 
Defpair in priion, and abandon hope : 

But if thou dar'ft in arms thy love regain 
(For liberty without thy Jove were vain) ; 

Then iecond my defign tofeize the prey, 530 

Or lead to fecond rape, for well thou know’ll the way. 

Said Cymon, overjoy’d, do thou propofe 
The means to fight, arid only fliew the foes ; 

For from the firft, when love had fir’d my mind, 
Refolv’d, I left the care of life behind. 535 

To this the bold Lyfimachus reply 'd, 

Let heaven be neuter, and the fword decide j 
The fpoufaW are prepar'd, already play 
The minftrels, and provoke the tardy day : 

By this the brides arewak’d, their grooms are drefs'd $ 
All Rhodes is iummon'd to the nuptial* feaft, 54-1 

All but mylelf the foie unbidden gueft. 

Unbidden though I am, I will be there. 

And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the fair. 

Now hear the reft $ when day refigns the light, 54.5 
And cheerful torches gild the jolly night. 

Be ready at my call, my chofen few 
With arms adminifter'd {hall aid thy crew. 

Then, entering unexpected will we feize 

Our deftin'd prey, from men diffolv’d in eafe ; 550 

By wine diiabled, unprepar'd for fight : 

And hastening to the leas, fuborn our flight : 
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The feas are ours, for I command the fort, 

A (hip well manned experts us in the port 3 

If they, or if their friends, the prize conteft, $$$ 

Death (hall attend the man who dares refill:. 

It pleas'd ! the prifoner to his hold retir'd. 

His troop with equal emulation fir'd, 

All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work requir'd* 
The fun arole $ the Greets were throng’d arouud, 560 
The palace open'd, and the pofts were crown'd. 

The double bridegroom at the door attends 
Th’ expe&ed fpoufe, and entertains the friends s 
They meet, they lead to church, the priefts invoke 
The powers, and feed the flames with fragrant fmoke. 
This done, they feait, and at the clofe of night 56 6 

By kindled torches vary their delight, 

Thele lead the lively dance, and thole the brimming 
bowls invite, 

Now, at th' appointed place and hour affigned 
With fouls refolv’d the ravifhers were join’d : 57® 

Three bands are form’d ; the firft is fent before. 

To favour the retreat, and guard the (hore j 
The fecund at the palace-gate is plac’d. 

And up the lofty (fairs afcend the 1 aft : 

A peaceful troop they feem with (hining veils, 575 
But coats of mail beneath fecure their breads. 

Dauntlefs they enter, Cymon at their head. 

And find the feafl renew’d, the table fpread j 
Sweet voices, mix’d with inflrumental founds, 

Afcend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds. 
When like the harpies rulhing through the hall 581 
The l’udden troop appears, the tables fall, 

Their finoaking load is on the pavement thrown 5 
Each ravi(her prepares to feize his own ; 

The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 5*5 

Shriek o*at for aid, confufion fills the place. 

Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 
Advance, the palace gleams with (hining fwords* 

But late is all defence, and fuccour vain*} 

The rape is made, the rav/fhers remain ; 590 
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Two fturdy Haves were only fent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in fafety to the fliore, 
The troop retires, the lovers dole the rear. 

With forward faces not confefling fear : 594. 

Backward they move, but fcorn their pace to mend $ 
Then leek the flairs, and with How hafte defcend. 

Fierce Palimond, their palTage to prevent, 

Thruft full on Cymon’s back in his defcent. 

The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the handle bent. 
Stout Cymon foon remounts, and cleft in two 600 
His rival's head with one defending blow : 

And as the next in rank Ormifda flood, 

He turn'd the point ; the lword inur'd to blood. 

Bor'd his unguarded bread, which pour’d a purple flood. 
With vow’d revenge the gathering crowd purlues, 
Theravilhers turn head, the fight renews ; 606 

The hall is heap'd with corpfe j the fprinkled gore 
Befmears the walls, and floats the marble floor. 
Difpers’d at length the drunken fquadron flies. 

The viflors to their veflel bear the prize ; 610 

And hear behind loud groans, and lamentable cries. 
The crew with merry fliouts their anchors weigh. 
Then ply their oars, and brufli the buxom lea, 

While troops of gather’d Rhodians crowd the quay. 
What (hould the people do when left alone ? 615 

The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign pans convey’d ; 

Some troops dilbanded, and the reft unpaid. 

Rhodes is the fovereign of the lea no nvore 5 
Their (hips unrigg’d, and fpent their naval ftore j 620 
They neither could defend, nor can purfue, 

But grinn’d their teeth, and caft a helplefs view : 

In vain with darts a diftant war they try, 

Short, and more Ihort, the miflive weapons fly. 
Meanwhile the ravilhers their crimes enjoy, • 615 

And flying fails and 1‘weeping oars employ : 

The cliffs of Rhodes in little fpace are loft, 

Jove's ifle they feek ; nor Jove denies his coaft. 

In fafety landed on the £andian fliore, 

With generous wines their fpirits they reftore : 6 30 
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There Cymon with his Rhodian friend refid es, 

Both court, and wed at once, the willing brides. 
Awarfcnfues, the Cretans own their caufc, 

Stiff to defend their hofpitable laws : 

Both parties lofe by turns ; and neither wins, 6 35 

Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 

The kindred of the (lain forgive the deed. 

But a Ihort exile muft for (hew precede : 

The term expir’d, from Candia they remove s 
And happy each, at home, enjoys his love. 640 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

T HIS tranflation of Monfieur Boileau’s Art of 
Poetry was made in the year 1680, by Sir Wil- 
liam Soame, of Suffolk, Baronet 5 who being very in- 
timately acquainted with Mr. Dry den, defired his re- 
vifal of it. I law the manufcript lie in Mr. Dryden 's 
hands for above fix months, who made very considera- 
ble alterations in it, particularly the beginning of the 
fourth Canto : and it being his opinion that it would 
be better to apply the poem to Englilh writers, than 
keep to the French names, as it was firft trandated. 
Sir William defired he would take the pains to make 
that alteration j and accordingly that was entirely 
done by Mr. Dryden. 

The poem was firft published in the year 1683 ; 
Sir William was after lent ambaffador to Conftan- 
tinople, in the reign of King James, but died in the 
voyage. 

J. Tonson. 

* At the commencement of this work, we propofed to pnMirii the poem* 
of Dryden only ; bur, finding that our great author hadrevifed, corrected, 
altered, and improved the following poem lb efTentially, that it may be 
considered alinoft as his own j we have been induced to give it a place 
among his works, and prel'umc it will meet the approbation of eur reader.. 
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CANTO Z. 

R ASH author, ’tis a vain prefumptuous crime, 

To undertake the lacred art of rhym£ 5 
If at thy birth the ftars that rul’d thy ienfe 
Shone not with a poetic influence ; 

In thy llrait genius thou wilt ftill be bound, $ 

Find Phoebus deaf, and Pegafus unfound. 

You then that burn with the defire to try 
The dangerous courle of charming poetry 5 
Forbear in fruitlefs verfe to lofe your time. 

Or take for genius the defire of rhyme : so 

Fear the allurements of a fpacious bait. 

And well confider your own force and weight. 

Nature abounds in wits of every kind. 

And for each author can a talent find : 

One may in verfe deferibe an amorous flame, 1 5 

Another fharpen a fhort epigram : 

Waller a hero’s mighty a6ls extol, 

Spenfer fing Roialind in paftoral s 

But authors that themfelves too much efteem, 

Lofe their own genius, and miftake their theme ; 20 

Thus in times pall Dubartas vainly writ. 

Allaying facred truth with trifling wit. 

Impertinently, and without delight, 

DelcrihM the Ifraelites triumphant flight. 

And following Moles o’er the Tandy plain, 25 

Perifh'd with Pharaoh in th’ Arabian main. 

Whate’er you write of pleafant or fublime. 

Always let fenfe accompany your rhyme s 
Falfely they feem each other to oppofe $ 

Rhyme mull be made with realon’s laws to clofe : $0 
And when to conquer her you bend yobr force, 

The mijid will triumph in the noble courfe $ 

To reafon’s yoke fhe quic&ly will incline, 

Which, far from hurting, renders her divine » 

But if negle6led, will as eas’ly ftray, 35 

And mailer reafon which (lie fhould obey* 
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Love reafon then $ and let whatever you writ* 

Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 

Merit writers mounted on a refty mule, 

Extravagant and lenfelefs objects choofe 5 4.0 

They think they err, if in their verle they fall 
On any thought that’s plain or natural : 

Fly this excels, and let Italians be 
Vain authors of falfe glittering poetry. 

All ought to aim at lenfe ; but molt in vain 
Strive the hard pafs and flippery path to gain s 
Vou drown, if to the right or left you ftray , 

Reafon to go has often but one way. 

Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought, 
Purfues its obje&s till ’tis over- wrought : 50 

If be deferibes a houie, he /hews the face, 

And after walks you round from place to place $ 

Here is a villa, there the doors unfold, 

Balconies here are ballaftred with gold 5 
Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 5 5 
u The felloons, friezes, and the allragals 
Tir’d with his tedious pomp, away I run. 

And lkipp’d o’er twenty pages to be gone. 

Of fuch deferiptions the vain folly fee, 

And ftmn their barren fuperfluity. 4 o 

All that is ncedlefs carefully avoid ; 

The mind once latisfy’d is quickly cloy'd : 

He cannot write who knows not to give o’er 5 
To mend one fault he makes a hundred more: 

A verle was weak 5 you turn it, much too ftrong, 65 
And grow obfeure for fear you Ihould be lon^. 

Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry 5 
Not to be low, another foars too high. 

Would you of every one defervethe praife ? 

In writing vary your difeourfe and phrafe ; « 70 

A frozen llyle that neither ebbs nor flows, 

Inftead of pleaiing, makes #s gape and doze. 

Thofe tedious authors are elleem’d by none. 

Who tire us, humming the lame heavy tone. 

Happy who in his verle can gently fleer. 

From grave to light, from pleafjnt to fevere 5 
. X 3 


75 
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His works will be admir'd wherever found*. 

And oft with buyers will be GompalVd round. 

In all you write be neither low nor vile : / 

The meaneft theme may have a proper ftyle. So 

The dull burlefque appear'd with impudence. 

And pleas’d by novelty in fpite of fenfe. 

All, except trivial points, grew out of date $ 

Pamaffus fpoke the cant of Billinglgate : 

Boundiefs and mad, diforder'd rhyme was feen s 85 
Difguis’d Apollo chang’d to Harlequin. 

This plague, which firft in country towns began. 
Cities and kingdoms quickly over-ran : 

The dulled fcribblers fome admirers found. 

And the Mock Tempeft was awhile renown’d s 90 
But this low ftuff the town at lalt defpis’d. 

And fcorn’d the folly that they once had priz’d ; 
JDiftinguifli’ddull from natural and plain, 

And left the villages to Fleckno’s reign. 

Let not lo mean a ftyle your Mufe debafe ; 95 

But learn from Butler the buffooning grace ; 

And let burlefque in ballads be employ’d 5 
Yet noifybombaft carefully avoid, 

Nor think to raife, though on Pharfalia’s plain, 

€t Millions of mourning mountains of the llain 100 
Nor with Dubartas bridle up the floods, 

And periwig with wool the baldpate woods. 

Choofe a juft ftyle, be brave without conliraint, 

Great without pride, and lovely without paint s 
Write what you? reader may be pleas’d to hear 3 105 
And for the meafure have a careful ear. 

On eafy numbers fix your happy choice : 

Of jarring founds avoid the odious noife : 

The fulleft verfe and the moft labour’d fenfe, 

Difpleale us, if the ear once take offence. 1x0 

Our ancient verfe, as homely as tht times, 

Was rude, unmeafur’d, onlyL tagg'd with rhymes 5 
Number and cadence that have Imce been Ihewn, 

To thofe unpolilh'd writers were unknown. 

Fairfax was he, who, in that ‘darker age, 11$ 

By his juft rules reftrain’d poetic rage 5 
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Spenfer did ftcxt in paftorals excel, 

And taught thefhobler art of writing well $ 

Ts ftrifter rules the ftanza did reftrain, 

And found for poetry a richer vein. no 

Then Davenant came, who, with new-found art. 
Chang’d all, fpoil’d all, and had his way apart j 
His haughty Mule all others did defpife. 

And thought in triumph to bear off the prize. 

Till the fharp -lighted critics of the times 1*5 

In their Mock-G.mdibert expos’d his rhymes j 
The laurels he pretended did refufe, 

And dash’d the hopes of his afpiring Mufe. 

This headftrong writer falling from on high. 

Made following authors take lei’s liberty. 130 

Waller came laft, but was the first whole art. 

Juft weight and meafure did to verfe impart j 
That of a weil-plac’d word could teach the force. 

And ftiew’d for poetry a nobler courie : 

His happy genius did our tongue refine, 135 

And eal'y words with pleafing numbers join : 

His verfes to good method did apply. 

And chang’d hard difeord to fof't harmony. 

All own’d his laws j which, long approv’d and try’d. 
To prefent authors now may be a guide. 14.0 

Tread boldly in his fteps, lecure from fear. 

And be, like him, in your expreflions clear. 

If in your verfe you drag, and lenfe delay. 

My patience tires, my fancy goes aftray 5 

And from your vatn difcourle I turn my mind, 145 

Nor fearch an author troublel'ome to find. 

There is a kind of writer pleas’d with found, 

Whofe fuftian head with clouds is compafs’d round. 
No reafon can difperfethem with its light. 

Learn then to think e’er you pretend to writ*. 150 
As your idea’s clear, or elfe obfeure, 

Th’ cxprellion follows perfoft or impure : 

What we conceive with eale we can exprefs 5 
Words to the notions flow with readinefs. 

Obfervc the language vrisll In all you writer 15J 
And fwenre not from it m your B loftieft flight. 
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The fmootheft veri’e and the exacted fenfe 
Difpleafe us, if ill Englifh give offence'; 

A barbarous phrafe no reader can approve ; * 

Nor bombaft, noife, or affectation love. 1 60 

Infhort, without pure language, what you write 
Can never yield us profit nor delight. 

Take time for thinking 5 never work in hade ; 

And value not yourielf for writing fad. 

A rapid poem, with f’uch fury writ, 165 

Shews want of judgment, not abounding wit. 

More pleas’d we are to fee a river lead 
His gentle dreams along a flowery mead. 

Than from high banks to hear loud torrents roar. 
With foamy waters on a muddy fhore. 170 

Gently make hade, of labour not afraid : 

A hundred times confidcr what you’ve laid ? 

Poiifh, re-poliflv every colour lay, 

And fometimes add, but oftener take away, 

’ Pis not enough when fwarming faults are writ, 175 
That here and there are fcatter’d l’parks of wit 5 
Each objc6l mud be fix’d in the due place. 

And differing parts have cor ref ponding grace : 

Till, by a curious art difpos’d we find 

One perfeCf whole, of all the pieces join’d. 1 So 

Keep to your fubjeCl dole in all you fay j 

Nor for a founding fentence ever dray. 

The public cenfure for your Writings fear. 

And to yourfelf be critic mod fevere. 

Fantaftic wits their darling follies love ; 185 

JBut find you faithful friends that will approve, 

That on your works may look with careful eyes. 

And of your faults be zealous enemies : 

Lay by an author’s pride and vanity. 

And from & friend a flatterer defcry, 190 

Who leems to like, but means not what he fays : 
Embrace true counlel, but l\lfpe6l falfe praife. 

A fycophant will every thing admire : 

Each verfe, each fentence, fetsjiis foul on fire : 

Ail is divine! there’s not a word amifs 1 195 

He (hakes with joy, andtweeps with tendernefs. 
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tie overpowers you with his mighty praife. 

Truth never moves in thofe impetuous ways s 
A faithful friada is care fill of your fame, 

Ahd freely will your heedlefs terrors blame $ aoo 
He cannot pardon anegle&ed line. 

But verfe to rule and order will confine. 

Keprove of words the too affe&ed found j 
Here the fenfe flags, and your exprefiion’s round. 

Your fancy tires, and your difcourie grows vain, aoj 
Your terms improper, make them juft and plain. 

Thus *tis a faithful friend will freedom ufe j 
But authors, partial to their darling Mule, 

Think to protect it they have juft pretence. 

And at your friendly couniel take offence. 210 

Said you of this, that the expreflion’s flat ? 

Your fervant. Sir, you mult excufe me that. 

He anlwers you. This word has here no grace. 

Pray leave it out : That, Sir’s, the properelt place. 
This turn I like not : ’Tis approv’d by all. 

Thus, re lb lute not from one fault to fall. 

If there’s a lyllable of which you doubt, 

'Tis a lure reaion not to blot it out : 

Yet (till he lays you may his faults confute. 

And over him your power is abfolute : 22a 

But of his feign'd humility take heed j 
4 l'is a bait laid to make you hear him read. 

And when he leaves you happy in his Mufe, 

Reftlefs he runs fome other to abufe, 

And often finds, for in our fcribbling times 22 j 
Ko fool can want a lot to praile his rhymes s 
The flatteft work has ever in the court 
Met with ibine zealous al's for its iupport : 

And in all times a lorward Icribbling fop 

Has found fome greater fool to cry him up. a$g 
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CANTO II. 

PASTORAL. 

A S a fair nymph, when riiirtg from her bed. 

With fparkling diamonds drelfes not her head, 
But, without gold or pearl, or collly icents. 

Gathers from neighbouring fields her ornaments : 
Such, lovely in its dreis, but plain withal, 5 

Ought to appear a perfect paitoral : 

Its humble method nothing has of fierce. 

But hates the rattling of a lofty verle : 

There native beauty pleales, and excites, 

And never with harfti founds the ear affrights. 10 
But in this ftyle a poet often Jpcnt, 

In rage throws by his rural indrument, 

And vainly, when dilbrder’d thoughts abound, 
Amidll the Eclogue makes the trumpet found : . 

Pan flies alarm'd into the neighouring woods, 15 
And frighted nymphs dive down into the floods. 
Oppos’d to this another, low in dyle, 

Makes fhepherds fpeak a language bale and vile: 

His writings flat and heavy, without found, 

Kifling the earth, and creeping on the ground ; 20 

You’d fwear that Randal, in his ruftic drains. 

Again was quavering to the country fwaitis, 

Anc\ changing, without care of found or drefs, 

Strephon and Phyllis, into Tom and Befs. 

’Twixt thele extremes ’tis hard to keep the right 5’ 35 
For guides take Virgil, and read Theocrite : 

Be their juft writing, by the Gods infpir’d, 

Your conftant pattern pra6Vis’d and admir’d. 

By them alone you’ll eafily comprehend 
How poets, without (lianie, may comldccnd 
To fing of gardens, fields, of flowers, and fruit. 

To ftir up fhepherds, and to tune the flute 5 
Of love’s rewards to tell the "nappy hour. 

Daphne a tree, Narciffus made a flower. 

And by what means the Eclogue yet has power 3 ; 
To make the woods worthy a conqueror ; 
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This, of their writings, is the grace and flight j 
Their rifings loftjfc yet not out of light. 

ELEGY. 

The Elegy, that loves a mournful ftylc, 

With unbound hair weeps at a funeral pile 5 
It paints the lover’s torments and delights, 

A miftrefs flatters, threatens, and invites : 

But well thele raptures, if you’ll make us fee. 
You mull know Jove as well as poetry. 

I hate thole luke -warm authors, whole forc’d lire 
In a cold ltyle defcribes a hot delire, 

That figh by rule, and raging in cold blood 
Their tluggilh mule whip to an amorous mood : 
Their traniports feign’d appear but flat and vain $ 
They always figh, and always hug their chain,, 
Adore their priion, and their luflerings blels, 
Make fcnle and reafon quarrel as they pleai’e. 

* Twas not of old in this affe&ed tone, 

That linooth Tibullus made his amorous ntoan j 
Nor Ovid, when inftrufted from above, 

By nature’s rules he taught the art of love. 

The heart in Elegies forms the dilcourfe, 

ODE. 

' The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 
Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight, 
Amongft the gods and heroes takes delight 5 
Of Pila’s wreltlers tells the finewy force, 

And fings the dully conqueror's glorious courie ; 
To Simo’s ttreams does lierce Achilles bring. 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britain’s king. 
Sometimes (he flies like an induilrious bee, • 

And robs the flowers by nature’s chymiftry, 
Defcribes the fliepherd’s dances, feails, and blifs. 
And boafls from Phyllis to l'urprife akifs. 

When gently Ihe reflfts w^th feign’d rcmorle. 
That what file grants may leun to be by force. 
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Her generous ftyleat random oft will part* 

And, by a brave diforder, (hews her ort. 

Unlike thofe tearful poets, whofe colclvhyme^ 

In all their raptures keeps exafleft time],' 

That fing th’ illuftrious hero’s mighty praife 75 
(Lean Writers !) by the terms of weeks and days* 
And dare not from leaft circumftances part. 

But take all towns by ftri&eft rules of art : 

Apollo drives thofe fops from his abode $ 

And fome have faid that once the humorous god 
Refolving all fuch fcribblers to confound. 

For the mort fonnet order’d this ftrift bound : 

Set rules for the juft meafure, and the time. 

The eafy running and alternate rhyme ; 

But, above all, thole licences deny’d 
Which in thele writings the lame lenfe fupply’d 5 
Forbad an uieleis line Ihould find a place* 

Or a repeated word appear with grace. 

A faultlefs l'onnet, finilh’d thus, would be 
Worth tedious volumes of loofe poetry. 

A hundred fcribbling authors without ground. 

Believe they have this only phcenix found : 

When yet th’ exa&eft fcarce have two or three. 
Among whole tomes from faults and cenlure free. 

The reft but little read, regarded lefs, 

Are Ihovel’d to the paftry from the prefs. 

Clofmg the fenfe within the meafur’d time, 

’Tis hard to fit the reafon to the rhyme. 

EPIGRAM. 

The Epigram, with little art compos’d* 

Is one good fentence in a diftich clos’d. 

Thefe points* that by Italians fir ft were priz’d. 

Our ancieut authors knew not, or defpis’d : 

The vulgar, dazzled with the glaring light* 

To their falfe pleafures quickly they invite ; 

But public favour fo increas’d their pride. 

They overwhelm’d Parnaflus.with their tide* 
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The Madrigal at firft was overctfme, 

.And the proud S^net fell by the fame doom ; 

Tragedy adorn’d her flights, no 

AniMnou; nful Elegy her funeral rites ; 

A herp never fail’d them on the if age, 

Withoitt his point a lover durtl not rage ; 

The amyrous fliepherds took more care to prove 
True to their point, than faithful to their love. 115 
Each word like Janus lud a double face: 

And pi ole, as well as ver'e, allow'd it place : 

The lawyer with conceits adorn'd hi» fpeech. 

The parfon without, quibbling could not preach. 

At lalf affronted Renton look’ll about, 120 

And from all ferious matters flint them out : 

Declar’d that none fliould ufe them without flume. 
Except a featuring in the Epigram ; 

Provided that by art, and in due time, 

They turn'd upon the thought, and not the rhyme. 125 
Thus, in all parts, diibruers did abate : 

Yet. quibbicis in the court had leave to prate : 

Inlipid jeflers, and unplcafint fools, 

A corporation of dull punning drolls. 

* Tis not, but that ibmetimes a dexterous mufc 1 30 
May with advantage a turn’d fenie abufe. 

And on a word imy trifle with addrels j 
But, above all, avoid the fond excels ; 

And think not, when your verfe and fonfeare lame. 
With a dull point lo tag your epigram. 135 

Each poem bis perfection has apart ;• 

The Britifh round in piainnels (hews his art. 

The ballad, though the pride of ancient time. 

Has often nothing but his humorous rhyme ; 

The Madrigal may loiter paflions move, 140 

And breathe the tender eoltalikS oi love. 

Defire to (hew itfeit, and not. to wrong, 

Arm’d Virtue full, with Sayre ill its tongue. 

Vol. III. Y 
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SATIRE, v 

Lucillus was the man who, bravely bold, 

To Roman vices did this mirror hold, 1^5 

Prote&ed humble goodnefs from reproach, 

Shew'd worth on toot, and raicals in the coach. 

Horace his pleating wit to this clid add, 

And none uncenlur’d could be fool or mad : 

Unhappy was that wretch, whole name might be 1 5* 
Squar'd to the rules of their (harp poetry. 

Perfiiis obfcure, but full of fenfe and wit, 

Aflfc&ed brevity in all lie writ : 

And Juvenal, learned as thole times could be. 

Too far did ilretch his (harp hyperbole ; 155 

Though horrid truths through all his labours (hine. 

In what he writes thcre’s fome thing of divine, 

Whether he blames the Capiean debauch. 

Or of Sejanus’ fall tells die approach, 

Or that he makes the trembling icnate come 16 j 
To the ftern tyrant to receive their doom j 
Or Roman vice in coaried habits (hews, 

And paints an emprels reeking from the (lows s 
In all he writes appears a noble fire j 
To follow fuch a mailer then defire. 163 

Chaucer alone, fix'd on this lolid bale. 

In his pld ftyle conlerves a modern grace s 
Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 
Offended not the* method of our times. 

The Latin writers decency negleft* 170 

But modern authors challenge our refpeft, 

And at iinmodeft writings take offence. 

If clean expreffion cover not the fenie. 

I love iharp Satire, from obfeenenefs free j 
Notimpudfence, that preaches modelty: 175 

Our Engliih, who in malice never fail. 

Hence in lampoons and libels learn to rail ; 

Plealimt detrattion, that by finging goes 
From mouth to mouth, and, as it marches grows; 
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€)ur freedom in our poetry we fee, 1S0 

That child of joy* begot by liberty. 

But, vain blaf* iiemers, tremble when you choofe 
GwjYor the lubjett of your impious muie : 

At \ft, thofe jells which libertines invent, 

Bringvhe lewd author to jull puniflmient. 185 

Ev’n il a long there mull be art and ienle 
Yet fornetimes we have leen, that wine, or chance, 
Have wawn’d cold brains, and given dull writers mettle, 
And furnifliM out a feene for Kir. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that nfade thee pleafe, 1 90 

Let not thy folly grow to a dileaie, 

Nor think thyfelf a wit j for in our age 
If a warm fancy does tome fop engage. 

He neither eats nor deeps till he has writ, 

But plagues the world with his adulterate wit. 195 
Nay Vis a wonder, if in his dire rage, 

He prints not his dull follies fort lie llagc : 

And in the front of all his lenlclels plays, 

Lukes I?avid Logan crown his head with bayes. 199 
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CANTO III. 

TRAGEDY. 

T liERE’s not a manlier hu d beneath the fl/jr 

Hut, well dilpos’d by art, may plcafe tlv eye : 
A cuiious workman, 1 >y his ikill divine. 

From an ill obji&l mak.es a good defign. 

Thus, to delight us, tragedy, in tears 5 

For Oedipus, provokes cur hopes and fears : 

For namcide Oi\fn:s a Iks relief 5 
Ancf to incre.a fe our pkafurc c aides grief. 

You then that in this noble art would ri'.o. 

Come ; and in lofty Vi rle difpure the prize. 10 

Would you upon the Ihige acquire renown. 

And for your judges iumir.on ail the town ? 

Would you your words forever Ihould remain, 

And after ages paft he lough r again > 

In ail you write, obil-ive with care and art 15 

To move the pall ions, and incline the heart. 

If in a labour’d a£t, the pleating rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage, 

Korin out mind a feeling pity ratio. 

In vain with learned feenes you lili your play*; 20 
Your cold dilcotufe can never move the mind 
Of a Hern critic, naturally unkind 5 
Who, juftly tir’d with your pedantic flight. 

Or falls alleep, ox* ccnfures all you write. 

The lie ret is, attention iu it to gain, 23 

To move our minds, and then to entertain : 

That, from the very opening oi the fane?, 

The fir ft may flaw us what the author means. 

I’m tir’d to iec an aclor on the ft age, 

That knows not whether 1 ’• > laugh or rage $ 30 

Who, an intrigue umav vain, 

Inltedd of plealing-, kt id in pain. 

I’d rather much the n ice Humid lay 

Downright, My nam * in the play > 
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Than with a mafis of miracles ill-join’d, 35 

Confound my ears, and not inftruft my mind. 

The luhie6t’s never loon enough cxprclt 5 
Y$hv place of action muft be fix'd, and reft. 

A S^anifh poet may with good event. 

In ortaday’s fpace whole ages repreient 5 40 

Thereloft the hero of a wandering Huge 
Begins '4 child, and ends the play of age : 

But we tint are by reaibrt’s rules confin’d. 

Will, that with art the poem be delign’d. 

That unity of a£fion, time, and place, 45 

Keep the ftage full, and all our labours grace. 

Write not what cannot be with cafe conceiv’d j 
Some truths may be too Itrong to be believ’d. 

A foolifh wonder cannot emertain : 

My mind’s not mov’d if your dilcourle be vain. 50 
You may relate what would uftetid the eye : 

Seeing, indeed, would better fatisfy ; 

But there are objeils that a curious art 
Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart. 

The mind is moll agreeably iiirpris’d, 55 

When a well- woven fuhjett, long dilguis’d. 

You on a ludden artfully untold, 

And give tin* whole another lace and mould. 

At firlt the tragedy v\:\s void of art j 

Along ; win re each man danc’d anil fung his part $ Co 

And of God Bacchus roaring out the prune. 

Sought a good vintage for the jolly days : 

*1 hen wine and joy were lern in eadijnan’s eyes. 

Ami a fat goat was rise bell finger’s prize. 

Th tipis was fiill, who, all be imear’d with lee, 65 
Began this p leal h re for pollerity : 

Ami with his carted ailoi s, and a fong. 

Amus’d the people as In pai's’d along. 

Next iJii’chyius the di HI rent perion.* plac'd y 

And with a better ma(k his players grac’d ; 70 

Upon a theatre his verle eaprefs’d, 

And ftiow’d liis hero with .a bulk in drefs’d. 

Then Sophocles, the ge lius of his age. 

Increas’d the pomp and , «au:y of the ftage, 
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Engag’d the chorus long in every- part, 75 

And poli fil’d rugged vcric by rules of art : 

He, in the Greek, did thole perfection ; gain. 

Which the weak Latin never could attain, 

Our pious fathers, in their pried rid age, 

As impious and profane, abhor’d the ltage : So 

A troop of filly pilgrims, as ’tis laid, 

Foolilhly zealous, icandaloufly play’d, 

Inficad of heroes, and of love’s complaints, 

The angels, God, the virgin, and the faints. 

At lalt, right realon did his laws reveal, 85 

And fhew’d the folly of their ill plac’d zeal; 

Silenc’d thofe noncon form ills ot the age. 

And rais’d the lawful heroes of the liage : 

Only th’ Athenian mafic was laid afide. 

And chorus by the niulic was lupply’d. 90 

Ingenious Love, inventive in new arts, 

Mingled in plays, and quickly touch’d our hearts : 
This paflion never could rdillanct* lind, 

But knows the fhortdl paflage to the mind. 

Paint then. I’m pleas’d my hero be in love ; 95 

But let him not like a tame ihephcvd move j 
Let not Achilles belike Thy ills lecn. 

Or, for a Cyrus, Ihew an Artaben ; 

That ttruggling oft his puflionswe may find, 

Tiie frailty, not the virtue of his mind. 100 

Of romance heroes fhun the lowdefign j 
Yet to great arts ibme human frailties join : 

Acliilles mull with Homer’s heart engage ; 

For an affront I’m pleas’d to fee him rage. 

Thofe little failings in your hero’s heart, 105 

Shew that of man and nature he has part. ; 

To leave known rules you cannot be allow’d j 
Make Agamemnon covetous and proud; 

Asneas in religious rights aufterc ; 

Keep to each man hL pi U *' v ''-Her. 110 

Of countries, and of tin 1 mours know $ 

From different climates uitoms grow : 

And ftrive 10 fhun their vainly drels 

An antique hero liks fv n afs ; 
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Who make old Ramans like our Engliffi move, 115 
Shew Cato fparkifh, or make Brutus love, 
ln^a romance, thofe errors are excus’d : 

TnWe ‘tis enough that, reading, we’re amus’d : 

Kulc^ too It v ere would there be uielels found ; 

But tli’.. llrift icenc mull have a juffer bound ; no 
Exa£l decorum we muff always find. 

If then .;pu form fonic hero in your mind, 

Be fure yiur image with illelf agree ; 

For what Ik- tirlt appears, lie Rill mull be. 

Affe&cd wits will naturally incline 125 

To paint their figures by their own defign : 

Your bully poets, bully heroes write : 

Chapman in Buffy d’Ainbois look delight. 

And thought perfcHion was to huff and fight. 

Wile nature, by variety does pirn ft: j 1 30 

Clothe differing paifious in a differing diet's : 

Bold Anger, in rough haughty words appeals ; 

Sorrow is humble, and diifolves in tears. 

Make not your Hecuba with fury rage, 

And flicw a ranting giiet upon the itage ; 135 

Or tell in vain how the rough I\inuis bore 
His feven-fold waters to the Buxine (bore ; 

Thefe iwoln expreffions, this affeHed noife. 

Shews like !bme pedant that declaims to boys. 

In lbrrow you muff ibftcr methods keep ; 140 

And, to excite our tears, yourltlf muff weep-. 

Thole fioify words with which ill plays abound. 

Come not from hearts that arc in l’adnefs drown’d. 

The theatre for a young poet’s rhymes 
Is a bold' venture in our knowing times 5 145 

An author cannot eafilv pmchaie fame; 

Critics are always apt to hi is and blame : 

You may be judg’d by every a Is in town. 

The privilege is bought for ha If- a- crown. 9 
To pleafe, you muff a hundred changes try ; 150 

Sometimes be humble, then muff foar on high t 
In noble thou glits muff ev ry where abound, 

Be tal’y, pleafant, folid, and profound ; 
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To thefe y*u mull iurprifing touches join. 

And {hew us a nevr wonder in each line : 

That all, in a juft method well-defign’d. 

May leave a ftrong im predion in the mind. 

Thefe are the arts that tragedy maintain * 

THE EPIC. 

But the heroic claims a loftier drain. 

In the nai ration of fomc great deiign, 

Invention, art, and fable, all mull join : 

Here fiction muft employ its utinoft grace j 
All muft afliime a body, mind, and face : 

Bach virtue a divinity is l'een j 
Prudence is Pallas, beauty Paphos' Queen. 

*Tis not a cloud from whence lwift lightnings fly; 

But Jupiter, that thunders from the Iky : 

Nor a rough itorrn that gives the failor pain ; 

But angry Neptune plowing up the main : 

Fc hoe’s no more an empty airy found ; 170 

But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown'd. 

Thus in the endluis t realm e of his mind. 

The poet docs a thou land figures find, 

Around the work his ornaments he pour s. 

And It rows with lavifh hand his opening flowerg, 175 

’Tis not a wonder it a tempelt bore 

The Trojan fleet ugainlt the Libyan fliore ; 

From faithleis fortune this is no lurprife, 

Forev’ry day ’tis common to our eyes ; 

But angry Juno, that flic might deftroy, 1 So 

And overwhelm the re It of ruin'd Troy : 

Tint JEoluswith the tierce goddeis join’d. 

Open'd the hollow prilbns of the wind ; 

Till angry Neptune looking o’er the main, 

Kebukes tty; temped, calms the waves again, 185 
Their veflels from the 1 piitkfanus fteers ; 

Thefe arc the fp rings our hopes aud tears ; 

Without thefe ornamei .ir eyes, 

Th’ unfmew’d poem 1 id dies ; 
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Your pcct, in his art, will always fail. 

And tell vou but a dull infipid tale. 

In •’ain have our mlftaker. authors try’d 
To Ijv thele ancient ornaments afide, 

Thim mg our God, and prophets that he fen t, 
Might act like thofe the poets did invent. 

To fl ight poor readers in each line with hell. 
And talk^of Satan, Afhtaroth, and Bel $ 

The niylhjries which Chrillians mull believe, 
Difdain fuch Uniting pageants to receive : 

The gofpel offers nothing to our thoughts 
But penitence, or pumihment for faults j 
And mingling falli.hoods with thofe inylleries 
Would make ourfacred truths appear like lie, 
B elides, vvhat plea hue can it be to hear 
The bowlings of repining Lucifer, 

Whole rage at your imagin’d hero flies, 

And oft with God hi mil'll diiputcs the prize? 
Tafia, you'll fay, has done it with n.jphufe > 
It is not here I mean to judge his caofc ; 

Yet though our age has fo exioll’d his name, 
His works had never gain'll immortal tame, 

If holy Gedsivy, in his ecllacics. 

Had only conquer'd Satan on his knees 5 
If Tancred and Annuli's ple ifing form 
Did. nor his melancholy theme adorn. 

*Tis ni^t, that Cliriiiian poems ought to be * 
Fill’d with the iiolions ot idolatry $ 

But in a comm m fnbjc£t to reject • 

The gods, and heathen ornaments ncgle£t ; 

To banifh Tritons, who the leas invade, 

To take Pan’;; whittle, or the Fates degiade, 
To hinder Charon in his leaky boat, 

To pais the fhepherd with the man of note, 
Ts \vi*h vain fannies to diflurb your mind,* 
And iearch perfe&ion you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to prelent 
Prudence or juttice for an .rnament, 

To paint old Janus witlrds front ot brafs. 
And take from time his lc ! *the, his wings and 
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And ev’ry where, as ’twere idolatry, 

Bamlli dd’ciiptions from our poetry. 

Leave them their pious follies to purfue ; 

But let our real'on fuch vain fears lubdue : 

And let us not, among ft our vanities. 

Of the true God create a God of lies. 

In fable we a thou land pleafures lee. 

And the linooth names Item made for poetry 5, 
As Hettor, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 
Ulylfes, Agamemnon, and Achilles : 

In luch a crowd the poet were to blame 
To choofe king Chilperic for his hero’s name. 
Somet imes the name being well or ill apply’d. 
Will the whole fortune ot your work decide. 
Would you your leader never Ihould be til'd ? 
Choole tome great hero, fit to be admii'd 5 
In courage iignal, and in virtue bright. 

Let e’en his very failings give delight , 

Let his great actions our attention bind. 

Like Cedar, or like Scipio, frame his mind. 
And not like Oidipus his perjur'd iace$ 

A common conqueror is a theme loo bale. 
Choofe not your tale ot accidents too full j 
Too much variety may make it dull : 

Achilles’ rage alone, when wrought with (kill, 
Abundantly does a whole Iliad fill. 

Be your narrations lively, lliort, and lmart : 

Jn your delcriptions (hew your nobleft art ; 
There 'tis your yoctiy may be employ’d : 

Yet you mull trivial accidents avoid. 

Nor imitate that fool, who, to deferibe 
The wondrous inarches of the cholen tribe. 
Plac'd on the lidos to lee their aimies pal’s. 
The fifties flaring through the liquid glals ; 
Delcrib’d a child, who, with his little hand. 
Pick’d up the (hilling l '-~m the land. 

Such objects are too it ur fight 5 

Allow your work a ju flight. - 

Be your beginning ph ; good heed 

Toojbon you mount y iteed 5 
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Nor tell your reader in a thundering verfc, 279 

** I ling the conqueror of the univei fe.” 

What can an author after this produce ? 

The Jabouring mountain mud bring forth a moufe. 
Much better are we pleas'd with his addrefs. 

Who, without making inch valt promifes, 27 5 

Savsi inaneaiier dyle, and plainer lend*, 

I ling the combats of that pious prince 
* c Who frj»m tlur Phrygian coall his armies bore, 
te And landed fir il on the Lavinian fliore." 

His opening mule fets not the world on lire, 280 

And yet performs more than we can require: 

Quickly you'll lv\n* him celebrate the lame 
And future glory of the Roman name ; 

Of Styx and Acheron delciihe the floods, 

And Clu fir's wandering in th' Elyli.m woods : 2S5 

With figures numbericls hi-» It 01 y grace. 

And every thing in beau* eons colours trace. 

At once you may he pluding and fublime : 

I hale a heavy inehuiciioly rhyme : 

I’d 1 at lie r u .ul Uil.tudo's comic talc, 29® 

Than a dull autism always flit? and It lie. 

Who thinks hindcli dithonour'd in his ftyle. 

If on his woiks tlndJraces do but fniile. 

’Tis fa id, thaf Homer, matchlefs in iris art, 

Stoic Venus’ girdle to engrge the lu.irf : 29 5 

His works indeed valt troaii ires do unfold. 

And wAatfoo'cr he touches turns toguld : 

All in his hands new beauty does acquire ; 

He always pkules, anil can never tiie. 

A happy warmth he every where may boall 5 300 

Nor is he in too long d ignitions loti : 

His verfes without rule a method find, 

And of - then delves appear in order join’d : 

All vvithouL trouble aiilwer. his intuit 5 
;Eaeh fyllable is tending to th 1 event. 305 

Let his example your ende: vours raife : 

To love his'wntings is a 1 ind of praile. 

A poem, where we all perfections find, 

/Is not the work of a fantah c mind : 
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There muft be care, and time, an l (kill, and pains $ 
Not the fird heat of unexperienc’d brains, 311 

Yet fometimes artlefs poets, when the rage 
Of a warm fancy does their minds engage. 

Puff’d with vain pride, prelum e they under Hand, 

And boldly rake the trumpet in tucir hand ; 

Their fulUan Mule each accident confounds ; 

Nor can flic fly, but rile by haps and bounds. 

Till, their frnall flock of learning quickly Ijn'nt, 

Their poem dies for want of nourifli incut. 

In vain mankind the hot- brain'd fool decries. 

No branding cenfurescan unveil ins eyes 5 
With impudence the lam cl they invade, 

Kclblv’d to like the monltcrs they have made* 

Virgil, compar’d to them, is flat and dry j 
And Homer un derftood nor poetry : 

Againil their merit if this age rebel, 

To future times tor juft ice they appeal. 

But waiting tul mankind {hail do them right, 

And bring their works triumphantly to light 5 
Ncgl cited heaps we in by-corners lay. 

Where they become 10 worms and moths a prey : 
Forgot, in dull and cobwebs let them n ii, 

Whilffc we return from whence vve full dig reft. 

The great fa.cefs which tiagic writers found. 

In Athens firli the comedy renownM, 335 

Th’ abufive Grecian there, by pleafmg ways, 

J>ilj)ers’d his natural malice in his plays : * 

Whilom and virtue, honour, wir, and lenfe, 

Were fubjeit to buffooning infolence : 

Poets were publicly approv’d, and fought, 34* 

Tliat vice extoll’d, and virtue let at nought 1 
A Socrates himiclf, in that loofe age. 

Was made the paflime or a IcoHing Itage, 

At lalt tht* public took in hand the caufe. 

And cur’d tills mac ’ ■ - *:rof laws 5 345 * 

Forbad at any time, 

To name the perion face. 

The ilage, its ancic fall. 

And comedy divert* 
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By mild reproofs recover’d minds dileasM, 

And iparing perfons innocently pleas’d. 

J&ich one was nicely Iheivn in this new glafs, 
And fmil’d to think, he was not meant the afts : 

A mifer oft would laugh at fit ft, to lind 
A faithful draught of his own fordid mind ; 

And fops were with fuch care and cunning writ. 
They lik’d the piece for which thrmlidve. did lit 
You thcij that would the comic laurels wnr, 

To ftudy nature be your only can: : 

Whoe’er knows man, and by a curious art 
T)\fccrns the hidden fee rets of the heart ; 

He who ohleives, and naturally can paint 
The jealous fool, the fawning fycophar.t, 

A fobi-r wit, an enrerprifmg a is, 

A humorous Ot ter, or a Hudibras $ 

May fafelv in thole njbh: lift*; engage. 

And make tlvm a£l ami fpeak upon the flage. 
Stiive to be natural in ail you write, 

And paint wirh colours that may plcaib the fight. 
Nature in various figures does abound ; 

Ami in each mind are different honours found : 

A glance, a touch, cHicovcts to the wife j 
But every mnn has not difeemin.v eyts. 

All- chain, mg time docs alio change trV mind ; 
And different ages different pleasures find 
Youtlu hot and furious, cannot hiook delay. 

By flattering vice is e:.fil/ led a wav ; 

Vain in difcouife, inconiianr in difiu". 

In cenliirc rafh, in pleasv.ivs all on ii/c. 

The manly age does Headier thoughts enjoy ; 
Power ar.d ambition do hi ^ fo il c-mploy : 
Againft tlie turns ot late he fits hi» mind j 
And by the paft the ftnure hopes to find. 
Decrepit age ftili adding to his llorcs, 

For other heaps the trealiitv lie adores. 

In all his actions keeps a ftronn pare ^ 

Paft times extoij, On* pr ;*,ent to deb.de : 
Incapable of pleafures y^uth ahule. 

In others blames what ac does him refine* 

Vou Hi. " * 
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Your a&ors muft by reafon be controll’d s 39b 

Let young men fpeak like young, old men like old : 
Oblerve the town, and lludy well the court s ■' 

For thither various characters refort : 

Thus 'twas great Jonfon purchas'd his renown, 

And in his art had borne away the crown j 395 

If, lels dtiirous of the people’s praife, 

He had not with low farce debas’d his plays $ 

Mixing dull buffoonery with wit refin’d, * 

And Harlequin with noble Terence join’d. 

When in the Fox I lee the tortoife hift, 400 

I lofe the author of the Alchemift. 

The comic wit, born with a iiniling air, 

Muli tragic grief and pompous verle forbear 5 
Yet may he not, as on a market-place. 

With bawdy jells amuic the populace : 405 

With well-bled converiUtion you mult pleafe. 

And yuur intrigue unravell’d be with eaie s 
Your action Hill fhould region's rules obey. 

Nor in an empty lccRe may lole its way. 

Your humble rtyie mull lornetimes geiitly rife ; 419 

And your difcourfe fententious be, and wife : 

The paflions mull to nature be confin'd $ 

And i’etnes to fccncs with artf ul weaving join'd. 

Your wit muf* r not unl'eal'onably play j 
But follow bus’nefs, never lead the way. 41$ 

O bier vc how Terence does this error Ihun j 
A careful father chides his amorous Ion : 

Then lee that ton, whom 110 advice can move. 

Forget thole orders, and puriue his love : 

’Tis not a well-drawn pi£lure wedifeover 5 419 

’Tis a true fon, a father, and a lover. 

4 like an author that reforms the age, 

And keeps the right decorum of the ilagc ; 

That always pleai'e- i’s rule : 

But for a tedious dr ng fool, 425 

Who with low uaull rills his plays j 

Let him begone, an - els raile 

S«>me Smithfitld 11 ? may a&liis pranks, 

And make Tack-Pi to Mountebanks, 429 ' 
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CANTO IV. 


I N Florence dwelt a do£lor of renown, 

The fcourge or God, and terror of the town. 
Who all the cant of phyiic had by heart. 

And never murdered but by rules of art: 

The public mil'chief was his private gain ; 
Children their llaughter’d parents lbuglit in vain 
A brothei 1 here his poiibn’d brother wept; 

Some bloodlels dy’d, and fonie by opium llept. 
Colds, at bis pretence, would to frenzies turn j 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 

Hated, at laft, his practice gives him o’ei ; 

One friend, unkiUd by drugs, of all his itore, 

In his new count ry-houle alfords him place ; 
’Twas a rich abbot, and a building a is ; 

Here firft the doctor's talent came in play ; 

He teems inlpir’d, and talks like Wren or May : 
Of this new portico condemns the face. 

And turns the entrance to a better place ; 

Hefigns the Hair-cafe at the other e/tl. 

His friend approves, does for his msnqn lend. 

He comes ; the doctor's arguments pffivaU. 

In fliort, to finifh this our humorous l5k*. 

He Galen's dangerous icience does rcjc^S** . 
And from ill do£lor turns good architect. 

J[n tlfis example we nay have our part s 
Rather be maibn : ’tis a ulcful art ! • 

Than a dull poet j for that trade, accurH, 
Admits no mean betwixt the bell and worft. 

In other fciences, without difgrace, 

A candidate may iill a fccond place ; 

But poetry no medium can admit. 

No reader luffers an indifferent wit : 

The ruin’d ftationers againll him bawl. 

And Herringham degrades. him from hi* flail 
Burlelque, *at kail, our la .ghter may excite : 

But a cold writer never delight. 
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The Counter- Scuffle has more wit and art. 

Than the ft iff formal ftyle of Gondibert. 

Be not affe&ed with that empty praife 

Which your vain flatterers will ibmetimes raife, 40 

And when you read, with ec Italy will fay, 

(t The fin idl’d piece ! the admirable play !'* 

Which, when expos'd to cenf'mc and to light, 

Cannot endure a critic's piercing fight. 

A hundred authors fates have been foretold, 45 

And Shadwell's works are printed, but not fold. 

Hear all the world 5 con tidor every thought j 
A fool by chance may Humble on a fault : 

Yet, when Apollo does your Mule inlpire. 

Be not impatient to expoie your fire $ £0 

Nor imitate the Settles of our times, 

Thole tuneful readers of their own dull rhymes. 

Who fe.iy.e on all th* acquaintance they can meet, 

And flop the palfenger'i that walk the ilreet s 
There is no fantduary vou can choole 55 

For a dekneo tro.n tla-ir j mining Mule. 

I've laid before, b patient when they blame j 
To alter for the bc“ ter is no ihame. 

Yet yield not lo a tool’s impertinence : 

boivn rimes conceited lceptics, void of fenfe, 69 

By their talk /.die condemn tome fmfhYi part, 

And b’-m^'ttYc nobleft fights of wit ami art. 

In vain th irfond opinions you deride. 

Wit 1 their lov'd lollies they are iiukfyM $ ■, 

And their weak* judgment, void of lenie and light, 65 
Thinks nothing can elcnpe their fe<. light : 

Their dangerous counleis do- not cine, but wound ; 
;rp Hum the f-.nn, tiiev 1 nn your vcr:e aground. 

And, thinking to cfea; e a rock ue drown d. 

Choofe a lure judge to cciilure *vhif you write, 70 
Whole reaibn leads, and knowi^cige gives vou light. 
Whole lteady hand r faithful guide, 

And touch the dar. would hide : 

He, in your doubts ■/ . ' advife. 

And clear the mill ’ :eble eyes. 75 
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♦Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 

generous Mule may Ibmetimcs take her flight 
When too much fetter’d with the rules of art, 
May from her ftri&cr bounds and limits part : 
But fuch a perfect judge is hard to lie, 

And every rhymer knows not: poetry ; 

Nay feme there are, for wiiting verie extol I'd, 
Who know not Lucan’s drol's from Virgil’s gold 
Woujd you in this great ait acquire renown ? 
Authors, obferve the rules I here lay down. 

In prudent leffons every where abound •, 

With pleafant join the ufeful and the found : 

A fober reader a vain tale will flight : 

He fecks as well inflru&ion as delight. 

Let all your thoughts to virtue be confin’d. 

Still offering nohlei figures to our mind ; 

I like not thofe loofe writeis who employ 
Their guilty Mule, good manners to deftroy ; 
Who with falfe colours Hill deceive our eyes, 
And fhew us vice drefs’d in a f*w*Jiiguile. 

Yet do I not their fullen Mufe ayprove, 

Who from all mocleft writings bfnifh love : 
That (trip the play- houie of its cli^f intrigue. 
And make a murderer of Rod< Tigutfe 
The lighted: love, if decently cxprelfX 
Will raii’e no vicious motions in our bife^L 
Hidoin vain may weep, and afk relief} f 
^Lbl/me her folly whilft 1 lhaic her grief/ 
Ajfirtuous author, in his charming aitl 
To pleafethe fenfe needs not corrupt the heart j 
His heat will never caufe a guilty fire : 

To follow virtue then be your defire. 

In vain your art and vigour are exp red j 

The obfeene ex predion ihews th’ infilled bread. 

But above all bale jealouiics avoid. 

In which detracting poets arc employ’d. 

A noble wit dares libcrr dy contend j 
And (corns to grudge -..t his deferring friend. 
Bale rivals, who true \v*t and merit hate. 
Caballing 11 ill agaiafl it with the great* 

/ -. 
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Mnlicioufly afpire to gain renown. 

By (tanking up, and pulling others down* 

Never dcbafe your felt by treacherous ways. 

Nor by inch abject met hods leek, tor piaife : 

Let. not your only bolinefs be to write ; 120 

Be virtuous, ju It, and in your friends delight. 

’ Tis not enough your poems be admir'd ; 

But drive your c*>nvvrfation be di iiiM : 

Write for immortal fame ; nor ever choofe 

Gold for the object of a generous Mule. 125 

I know a noble wit may, without crime. 

Receive a lawful nib a re lor his time ; 

Yet l abhor thole writers, who delpii’e 
Their honour ; and alone their profits prize 5 
Who their Apollo bale I y will d r gr «dc, 1 3® 

And of a noble fcienct make a trade. 

Before kind Kealon di 1 her light diinlay, 

And government tav.gh; moral > to obey. 

Men, like wild brails, ilid nature’s laws purfuc. 

They fed on hcrbsn>« > A , f chink from rivers drew j 135 
Their brutal force, ton iud and rapine bent, 

Committed murder ^itiiout puuifhroent ; 

Rea (bn at lad, byd&r all-conquering art*. 

Reduc’d thele fa f ages, and turn’d their hearts ; 
Mankind from )w;gs, and woods, and caverns calls. 
And tovCyv^rdS cities fortifies with walls : 141 

Thus fear oa Jultice made proud Rapine cenfc, t 
And Iheltcr'ci innocence by laws anti peace. 

Thele benefits from poets w,: receiv’d, V 44 

From whence are rais’d theft: fi-dions fince believ'd.^ 
That Orpin us, by his loft harmonious drains, 

T;mT'l the fierce tigers of the Thracian plains $ 
Amphion’s notes, by their melodious powers. 

Drew rocks and woods, and rais’d the Theban towers ; 
Thefe miracles from n— ’ " mie : 150 

Since which, invade he his myflcrics. 

And by a pried, poilLis divine, 

Apollo fpoke from his p . iue* 

Soon after Homer the ol > * lisM, 

And noble minds by sre rais’d : 


I 
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Then Hefiod did his Grecian (Wains incline 
T„o till the fields, and prime the bounteous vine. 

Thus uieful rules were by the poets’ aid. 

In eafy numbers to rude men convey’d. 

And pleafingly their precepts did impart ; 160 

Firft charm’d the ear, and then engag’d the heart : 
The Mules thus their reputation rais'd. 

And with jull gratitude in Greece were prais’d. 

With plegd’ure mortals did their wonders lee, 

And iacrificed to their divinity ; 165 

But want, at lalt, bale >1 utery entertain'd, 

And old Pamnffiis with this vice was Itain’d : 

Deli re of gain dazzling the poets’ eves, 

Their works were filled with fuifmnc flatteries. 


Thus needy wits a vile revenue made, 

And verfe became a mercenai y ir ide. 

Debale not with lb mean a vice thy art : 

If gold mud be the idol of thy hear*, 

Fly, fly, t!P unfruitful Heliconian uivnd, 

Thole dreams are not enrich'd r»i^Jgoiden land : 
Great wits, as well as warriors, onlr gain 
Laurels and honours for their toil md p.ths : 

But wliat ? an author cannot live orNomc, 

Or pay a reckoning with a lofty narnc^: 

A poet to whom formne is unkind, y 
Who when he goes to bed has hardly din u 1 
Take *wlil tie picafurj in P.irnifius’ dreamj, 
TJ^^yiies the Heliconian ih earns. 

HoHce had calc and plenty when he wri 
Aifu free from cares for money or for meat, \ 

Did not expei! hi dinner from his wit. 

1 Tis true j but verfe is eherith’A by the great, 
And now none famiih who dcfcrve ro ear ; 

Wluit can we fear, when virtue, arts, and Hyde, 
Receive the liars propitious inllue«K.e; 

When a fliarp- lighted prince, by early grants, 
Rewards ypur merits, and ‘prevents your wants ? 
Sing then his glo-y, celebnuc his lame j 
Y our noblclt theme is lus immortal ua me. 
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Let mighty Spenfer raife his reverend head, *3 ^ 

Cowley and Denham ftart up from the dead j 
Waller his age renew, and offerings bring, 

Our monarch’s praiie let bright-ey’d virgins fing ; 

Let Dtyden with new rules our ftage refine, 

And his great models form by this defign : zo* 

But where’s a fecond Virgil to rehearle 
Our hero’s glories in his epic verfe ? 

What Orpheus fing his triumphs o’er the main. 

And make the hills and forefts move again ; 

Shew his bold fleet on the Batavian fhore, 205 

And Holland trembling as his cannons roar ; 

Paint Europe's balance in his fteady hand, 

Wliiltl the two worlds in expectation Hand 
Of peace or war, that wait on his command ? 

But as I fpeak new glories feize my eyes, 

Glories, which heaven itfelf does give, and priaa, 
Bleffings of peace, that with her milder rays. 

Adorn his reign, and bring Saturnian days :j 
Now let rebellioii^dfrord, vice, and rage, 

That have in patijrots forms debauch’d our age, 11 j 

Vanifh with all theiminifters of hell : 

His rays their poKonous vapours (hall difpel ; 

’Tis he alone o&r l'afety did create. 

His own firm foul fee ur’d the nation’s fate, 

OpposV* .tafffi the Bout’fcus of the ftate, %&m 

Authors, \jr him your great endeavours raife; 

The loflieft numbers will but reach his praife. 

For me, wlfotc Verle in fatire has been bred. 

And never, -lurlt heroic meafures tread ; 

Yet you (ball fee me in that famous field, 

WjtNfcyes and voice, my befl afliitance yield; 

Offer your lefTons, that my infant Mufe 
Learnt, when flic Horace for her guide did choole : 

Second your zeal with — :n ~ " , and eyes. 

And afar hold up the £ . 

But pardon too, if, zea ( • « ight, 

A ilrlCl oblerver of eac t, 

From the fine gold I fei ay, 

And lhew how haity wr nes itray ; 
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VENT CREATOR SPIRITUS. 
Apter to blame, than knowing how to mend j 
A lharp, but yet neceffary friend. 


VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, 

PARAPHRASED. 


C REATOR Spirit! by whole aid 

The world’s foundations fil'd were laid $ 
Come vifitev’ry pious mind, 

Come pour thy joys on humankind j 
From fin and fiorrow let us free, 

And make thy temples worthy thee. 

O fource of uncreated light ! 

The Father’s promis’d Paraclete 5 
Thrice Holy Fount! thrice Holy Fire! 

Our hearts with lieav’nly love in Ip ire ; 

Come, and thy lacred unilion bring 
To iiinilify us while we ling. 

Plenteous of grace, delcend from high, 
Rich in thy iev’nfokl energy | 

Thou ftrength of his AlmighlyTMl, 

Whole pow’r does heav'n ami cart Jr command 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, V 
Who doll the gift of tongues <Ufpemfr v 
And crown’d thy gift with eloquence ! 

Refinv; and purge our earthly parts 5 \ 

But, 0I1 ! inflame and fire our hearts 1 
fOur tWiilties help, our vice control, 
sWt the fenfes to Lhe foul j 
A^^rwhen rebellious they are grown. 

Then lay thy hand, and hold ’em down. 

Chafe ironi our minds th’ internal toe, 

And peace, the fruit of love, beltow ; 

And, led our feet ihouM fiep allray, 

Proteil, and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 

And prailiie all that we believe 5 
Give us thy fid f, that we may fee 
The Father, and tlicSo-i^ by thee. 
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